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^Jfe  'Primus.    Scam  Trima. 
 *j  ^  : — —  

Enter  FLivius,  Cask  a,  and  certain  Commoners  over  tht  Stage* 
Flavius* 

HEnce  :  home  you  idle  Creatures,  get  you  home : 
.  Is  this  a  liolklay  ?  What,  know  you  not 
(Being  Mechanical)  you  ought  not  to  walk  - 
Upon  a  labouring  day,  without  the  fign 
Of  your  Profeilion  ?  Speak,  what  Trade  art  thou  ? 
FLt.  Why  Sir  a  Carpenter. 
Cas.  Where  is  thy  Leather  A^ron,  and  thy  Rule  ? 
What  doft  thou  with  thy  beft  Apparel  on  ? 
You  Sir,  what  Trade  are  you  ? 

CM.  Truly  Sir,  in  relpecl  of  a  fine  Workman,  I  am  but  as  you 
would  lay,  a  Cobler. 

Cas.  But  what  Trade  art  thou  ?  Anfwer  me  dire&ly. 
Cobl.  A  Trade  Sis-,  that  I  hope  I  may  uie,  with  a  fafe  Conference, 
\vh:ch  is  indeed  Sir,  a  Mender 'of  bad  fbles.  ^PSl^ 

FU  What;Trade  thou  knave?  Thou  naughty  Jcna^;whatTra.!ef 

A  2  Cobl*  Nay, 
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•  ■  a.-  ssrsrssrA*"' Mend  *» 

Thou  arc  a  Cobler,  art  thou  > 
Cob.  Truly  Sir,  all  that  I  hVe  bv  is  wif-h  ^  »  ,  . 
with  no  Tradbfeans  matters,  nor  tfra  1  * K  1  med<1'e 
railldf  ^r,  a  Surgeon  to  old  Sh«^f-  X?^'  but  I 
danger,  1  recover  them?  AS  proper  rnen  ^1.7  a"  ,n  ?reat 
Warier  have  gene  upon  my  By  ™l  S  ^  ^  ^s- 
UN  *herfbf«  art      in  thy  Shop  to  day  > 

WUy  do  ft  thou  lead  thefe  men  about  the  StSts'> 

^  rejoyce  in  his  Triumph,  ^ t0  fee  c">>  and 

_         Wherefore  rejoyce  ? 
What  Coiiqueft  brings  he  home  ? 
What  Tributaries  follow  him  to  iW  ? 

•  Tc >  grace  *  Captive  bonds  his  Chariot  Wheels  ? 

Knewyou  not  ft^many  time  and  oft  >  ' 

Have  you  climb'd  up  to  Walls  and  Battlements 

To  Powers  and  Windows?  Yea,  to  ChimS  tons 

Vo«r  flfintsm vour Arms,  and  herehaS ^  ' 

The  hve-lonpday,  with  patient  expectation 

Jo  fee  great  JW  pa  r,  &e  Stree£sPof  ^'^ 

And  when  you  faw  his  Chariot  but  appear"  ' 

Have  you  not  made  an  Univerfat  ih£t, 

That  Tyber  trembled  underneath  her  bants 

To  hear  the  replication  of  your  founds, 

Made  in  her  Concave  Shores  > 

And  do  you  now  put  on  your  beft  attyre  ? 

And  do  you  now  Call  out  a  Holyday  ? 

And  do  you  now  ftrew  Flowers  in  his  way  ? 

fe^onT3 10  TriUmph  °Ve'"  P°mpCfS  bl°°U  ? 

Fnl^hr  ?°U<^  611  W°urKr.ces, 
£  ay  to  the  Gods  to  intermit  the  plague 

That  needs  muft  light  on  this  Ingratitude. 

A&mht0^''  GoodCou"f  yra&,  and  for  this  W 

Ailemble  ail  the  poor  men  of  your  fort  : 

Draw ■them  to  7^r  banks,  and  weep  your  Tears 

Into  the  Channel,  till  the  loweft  ftream 

Do  Jufs  the  moft  exalted  Shores  of  all. 

Exeunt  all  the  Commoners. 


See 
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See  where  their  bafeft  mettle  be  not  mov'd. 
They  vanifh  tongue-tyed  in  their  guiitinels : 
Go  you  down  that  way  towads  the  Capitol, 
This  way  will  I :  Difrobe  the  Images, 
If  you  do  find  them  deck'd  with  Ceremonies. 

Cos.  May  we  do  lb  ? 
You  know  it  is  the  feaft  of  LupercaL 

Ft  a.  It  is  no  matter,  let  no  Images 
Be  hung  with  Cdfar s  Trophies  :  Pie  about, 
And  drive  away  the  Vulgar  from  the  Streets  \ 
So  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
Thele  growing  Feathers  pluck't  from  Cdfar  s  wing, 
Will  make  him  fly  and  ordinary  pitch, 
Who  elle  would  foar  above  the  view  of  Men, 
And  keep  us  all  in  lervile  fearfulnefs. 

Enter  Cxfar,  Antony  for  the  Courfe,  Calphurnia,  Portia, 
Decius,  Cicero,  Brutus,  Caflius,  Caska  a  Soothfayer : 
after  them  Murellus  and  Flavis-. 

Cdf.  Calphurnla. 

Cas.  Peace  ho,  Cdfar  ipeaks. 

Cdf  Calphurnia. 

CMph.  Here  my  Lord. 

Caf  Stand  you  direftly  in  Antony's  way, 
When  he  doth  run  his  Courfe.  Antony. 

Ant.  Cafar,  my  Lord. 

Cdf.  Forget  not  in  your  fpeed  Antony, 
To  touch  Calphurnia :  for  our  Elders  fay, 
The  barren  touched  in  this  holy  Chace, 
Shake  of  their  fterile  curie. 

Ant.  I  fhall  remember, 
When  Cdfar  fays,  Do  this,  it  is  perform'A 

C<tf.  Set  on  and  leave  no  Ceremony  out. 

Sooth.  Cdfar. 

Cdf.  Ha!  Who  calls? 

Cas.  Bid  every  noife  be  ftill :  peace  yet  again. 

Cdf.  Who  is  in  the  Prefs,  that  calls  on  me  ? 
I  hear  a  Tongue  fhriller  than  all  the  Mufick 
Cry,  Cdfar  :  Speak,  Cdfar  is  turn'd  to  hear. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  Ides  or  March. 

Ctf.  What  Man  is  that  ? 

Briu  A  Soothfayer  bids  you  beware  the  Ides  of  March, 
Cdf.  Set  him  be-bre  me,  let  me  lee  his  face. 
Caffi.  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng,  look  upon  Cdfar. 
Cxf  What  fay 'ft  thou  to  me  now  ?  Speak  once  again, 
Sooth.  Beware  the  Ides  of  March. 

Cafi  He 
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CaC.  He  is  a  Dreamer,  M  us  leave  him :  Pafs. 

S«w#.  Manet.  Brut.  &  Cafs. 

Cajfi.  Will  you  go  fee  the  order  of  the  Courfe  ? 
Bru.  Not  I. 

Caffi.  I  pray  you  do.  ,  '  ''''  ' 

Bru.  I  am  not  Gamefome  ?  I  do  lack  iome  part 
Of  that  quick  Spirit  that  is  in  Jmotty  : 
Let  me  not  hinder  Cajfius  your  defires  5 
I'le  leave  you. 

Caffi.  Brutus,  I  do  obferve  you  now  or  late  : 
I  have  not  from  yourtyes,  that  gentlenefs 
And  fhew  of  love,  as  I  was  wont  to  have-^^.^gSgH 
You  bear  too  ftubborn,  and  fo  Grange  a  hand 
Over  your  Friend,  thafcWes^^  y^^^gM 

Br*  Caffiuti:k;\ZMm  '    ,  ' 

Be  not  deceived  :  If  I  have  veil  d  my  look, 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  my  Countenance 
Meerly  upon  my  felf.    Vexed  i  am 
Of  late,  with  paflions  of  fome  difference; 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  my  felf,  . 
Which  give  fome  foyl  (perhaps)  to  my  behaviour : 
But  let  not  therefore  my  good  Fnends.be  gnev  d, 
(Among  which  Caffius  be  you  one) 
Nor  conftrue  any  further  My  negtejt, 
Then  that  poor  Brutus  with  hifnfelf  at  War, 
Forgets  the  mews  of  Love  to  other  men. 

CM.  Then  Brutus,  I  have  mucn  miftoofc  your  pafTion, 
By  means  whereof,  this  Breaft  of  mine  hath  buried 
Thoughts  of  great  value,  worthy  Cogitations. 

Tell  me,  good  Brutus,  can  you  fee  your  tace  . 
Bru.  NoCaffius: 

For  the  eye  fees  not  it  felf  but  by  reflection, 

By  fome  other  things. 
Caffi.  >Tis  juft, 

And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brutus, 

That  you  have  no  fuch  Mirrors,  as  will  turn 

Your  hidden  worthinefs  into  your  eye, 

That  you  might  fee  your  Ihadow  : 

1  have  heard,  *  ' 

Where  many  of  the  beft  refpeit  iri  Rome, 

(Except  immortal  £*/>)  fpeaking  of  Brutus, 

And  rroaning  underneath  this  Ages  yoak, 

Have  wifh'd,  that  Noble  Brutus  had  his  eyes. 
Bru.  Into  what  dangers,  would  you 
Jij|Leadme  Caffius.  f 

That  you  would  have  me  feek  into  my  leir, 
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For  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

.   Cos.  Therefore  good  Brutus,  be  prepar'd  to  hear 

And  fince  you  know,  you  cannot  lee  your  lelf  ? 

So  well  as  by  Reflection    I  your  Glals, 

Wi]l  modeftly  dilcover  to  your  lelf 

That  of  your  lel^  which  you  yet  know  not  of 

And  be  not  jealous  on  me,  gentle  Brutus. 

Where  I  a  common  Laughter,  or  did  ufe 

To  ftale  with  ordinary  Oaths  my  love 

To  every  new  Protefter  :  If  you  know, 

That  I  do  fawn  on  men,  and  hugg  them  hard, 

And  after  fcandal  them  :  or  if  you  know 

That  I  propels  my  lelf in  Banquetting 

To  all  the  Rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous. 

Flourip  arid  Shout. 

Bru.  What  means  this  Shouting  ? 
I  do  fear,  the  People  choofe  C&feer 
For  their  King. 

Cafli.  I,  do  you  fear  it  ? 
Then  muft  1  think  you  would  not'have  it  lb. 

Bra.  I  would  not  Coffins,  yet  I  love  him  well : 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  lb  long  ? 
What  is  it,  that  you  would  impart  to  me  ! 
If  it  be  ought  toward  the  general  Good, 
Set  Honour  in  one  eye,  and  Death  i'th'  other 
And  I  will  look  on  both  indifferently  : 
For  let  the  Gods  lb  Ipeed  me,  as  I  love 
The  name  of  Honour,  more  than  I  fear  Death. 

Caffi.  I  know  that  vertue  to  be  in  you,  Brutus,- 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  favour. 
Well,  Honour  is  the  fubjecl:  of  my  Story  : 
I  cannot  tell,  what  you  and  other  men 
Think  of  this  life  ,  but  for  my  fingle  felf, 
I  had  as  lief  not  be,  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  to  fiich  a  thing,  as  I  my  felf. 
I  was  born  free    Cafar,  lb  were  you, 
We  both  have  fed  as  well,  and  we  can  both 
Endure  the  Winters  cold,  as  well  as  he,  ' 
For  once  upon  a  Raw  and  Gafty  day, 
The  troubled  Tyber,'  chafing  with  her  Shores, 
Cdtfar  laid  to  me,  dar'ft  thou  Caffius  now 
Leap  in  with  me  into  this  angry  Flood, 
And  fwim  to  yonder  Point  ?  Upon  the  word, 
Accounted  as  1  was,  I  plunged  in, 
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And  bad  him  follow  :  fo  indeed  he  did. 
The  Torrent  roard,  and  we  did  burfet  it 
With  lufty  Sinews,  throwing  it  afide, 
And  ftemming  it  with  hearts  of  Controverfy. 

But  e'er  we  could  arrive  the  Point  proposed, 

Ctfar  cry'd,  Help  me  Cajfms,  or  I  fink. 

I  (as  ^Smas,  our  great  Anceftor, 

Did  from  the  Flames  of  Troy,  upon  his  moulder 

The  old  Anchifcs  bear)  lb  From  the  waves  Oilyber 

Did  I  the  tyred  C&far  :  And  this  Man, 

Is  now  become  a  God,  and  Cajfms  is 

A  wretched  Creature,  and  muft  bend  his  body, 

If  C&fizr  carelefily  but  nod  on  him. 

Be  had  a  Feavour  when  he  was  in  Spain, 

And  when  the  Fit  was  on  him,  1  did  mark 

How  he  did  make  :  ?Tis  true,  this  God  did  ihake, 

His  Coward  lips  did  from  their  Colour  live, 

And  that  dime  Eye,  whole  bend  doth  awe  the  World, 

Did  lofe  his  Luftre  :  I  did  hear  him  groan  : 

I,  and  that  Tongue  of  his,  that  bad  the  Rmarts 
Mark  him,  and  write  his  Speeches  in  their  Books, 
Alas,  it  cryed,  give  me  ibme  drink  T.thdus, 
As  a  fick  Girl :  Ye  Gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 
A  man  of  fuch  a  feeble  temper  ihould 
So  get  the  ilart  of  the  MajelUck  World, 
And  bear  the  Palm  alone. 

Shout.  Floxvrijli. 
Bru.  Another  general  fliout  ? 
I  do  believe,  that  thefe  Applaules  are 
For  Ibme  new  honours,  that  are  heap'd  on  Ce/kr- 

Cajfi.  Why  man,  he  doth  beftride  the  narrow  World, 
Like  a  Otbjfus,  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  huge  Legs,  ancLpeep  about, 
To  find  our  lelves  difhonourable  Graves. 
Men  at  Ibme  time,  are  Mailer  of  their  Fates. 
The  fault  (dear  Brutus}  is  not  in  our  Stars, 
But  in  our  lelves,  that  we  are  Underlings, 
Brutus  and  C&fur  :  What  mould  be  in  that  Cafar  ? 
Why  ihould  that  Name  be  founded  more  than  yours  ? 
Write  them  together  :  Yours  is  as  fair  a  Name  : 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well. 
Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy  :  Conjure  with 'em, 
Brutus  will  ftart  a  Spirit  as  fcon  as  Gafar. 
Now  in  the  Names  of  all  the  Gods  at  once, 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Gefar  feed, 
That  he  is  grown  fo  great  ?  Age,  thou  art  alham'ch 

Rome, 
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Rome,  thou  haft  loft  the  breed  of  Noble  Bloods. 
When  went  there  by  an  Age,  fmce  the  great  Flood. 
But  it  was  fam'd  with  more  then  with  one  man  ? 
When  could  they  lay  (till  now)  that  talk'd  of  Rome, 
That  her  wide  Walks  incompaft  but  one  man  ? 
Kowyjf  it  Rome  indeed,  and  Rome  enough 
Y\*fc&Tthere  is  in  it  but  one  only  man. 

0  !  you  and  I,  have  heard  our  Fathers  fay, 
There  was  a  Brutus  once,  that  would  have  brook'd 
Th'  eternal  Devil  to  keep  his  State  in  Rome, 
Aseafily  as  a  King. 

Bru.  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous 
What  you  would  work  me  too,  I  have  fome  aim  : 
How  I  have  thought  of  this,  and  of  thefe  times, 

1  fhall  recount  hereafter.    For  this  prelent, 

1  would  not  fb  (with  love  I  might  intreat  you) 
Be  any  further  mov'd  :  What  you  have  laid 
I  will  confider  ^  what  you  have  to  fay 
I  will  with  patience  hear,  and  find  a  time 
Both  meet  to  hear,  and  anfwer  fuch  high  things. 
Till  then  my  Noble  Friend,  chew  upon  this  } 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  Villager, 
Then  to  repute  himfelf  a  Son  of  Rome 
Under  thele  hard  Conditions/  as  this  time 
Is  live  to  lay  upon  us. 

Cajfi.  1  am  glad  that  my  weak  words 
Have  ftruck  but  thus  much  fhew  of  fire  from  Brutus. 

Enter  Cxfar  and  his  Train* 

Bru.  The  Games  are  done, 
And  Cafar  ist  returning. 

Cafft.  As  they  pals  by. 
Pluck  Caska  by  the  Sleeve, 
And  he  will  (alter  his  four  fafhion)  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded  worthy  note  to  day. 

Bru.  I  will  do  lb  :  But  look  you  Caflius, 
The  angry  fpot  doth  glow  on  Cafar  s  brow? 
And  all  the  reft,  look  like  a  chidden  Train  \ 
Calphurma's  Cheek  is  pale  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  fuch  ferret,  and  fuch  fiery  Eyes, 
As  we  have  leen  him  in  the  Capitol 
Being  croft  in  Conference,  by  fome  Seneators. 

Cajfi.  Caska  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 

Ant.  Cafar. 

C&f.  Let  me  have  men  about  me,  that  are  tat, 
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Sleek-headed  men,  and  fuch  as  fleep  a  nights : 
Yond  Coffins  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look, 
He  thinks  too  much  :  fuch  men  are  dangerous. 
He  is  a  Noble  Roman  and  well  given. 

Caf,  Would  he  were  fatter  -r  but  1  fear  him  not : 
Yet  if  my  namejwere  liable  to  fear, 
I  do  not' know  the  man  I  mould  avoid 
So  foon  as  that  ipare  Cajfius.    He  reads  much, 
He  is  a  great  Obierver,  and  he  looks 
Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men.    He  loves  no  Plays. 
As  thou  doft  Antony  :  he  hears  no  Mufick  *, 
Seldom  he  fmiles,  and  fmiles  in  fuch  a  fort, 
As  if  he  mock'd  himfelf,  and  fcorn'd  his  fpirit 
That  could  be  mov'd  to  firiile  at  any  thing. 
Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  hearts  eafe, 
While  they  behold  a  greater  than  themlelves, 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 
I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd, 
Than  what  I  fear  :  for  always  I  am  C&far. 
Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  Ear  is  deaf^ 
And  tell  me  truly,  what  thou  think'ft  of  him.  Sennit. 

Exeunt  Gxlar  and  his  Train* 

Cask.  You  pull  me  by  the  Cloak,  would  you  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Bru.  I,  Caska,  tell  us  what  hath  chanc'd  to  day 
That  Cdtfar  looks  fo  fed. 

Cask.  Why  you  were  with  him,  were  you  not  ? 

Bru.  I  mould  not  then  have  ask'd  Caska  what  hath  chanc'd. 

Cash  Why  there  was  a  Crown  offer'd  him  \  and  being  offer'd 
him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his  hand  thus,  and  then  the 
people  fell  a  mouting. 

Bru.  What  was  the  fecond  noife  for  ? 

Cask.  Why  for  that  too. 

Caffi.  They  ihouted  thrice.    What  was  the  laft  cry  for  ? 

Cask.  Why  for  that  too. 

Bru.  Was  the  Crown  offer'd  him  thrice  ? 

Cask.  1  marry  was't,  and  he  put  by  thrice,  every  time  gentler 
than  other,  and  at  every  putting  by,  minehoneft  Neighbours  Ihouted. 
Caffi.  Who  offer'd  him  the  Grown  ? 
Cask.  Why  Antony. 

Bru.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Caska. 

Cask.  I  qan  as  well  be  hang'd  as  tell  the  manner  of  it :  It  was  meer 
Foolery,  I  did  not  mark  it.  1  law  Mark  Antony  offer  him  a  Crown, 
yet  'twas  not  a  Crown  neither,  'twas  one  of  thele  Coronets ,  and 
as  I  told  you  he  put  it  by  once  \  but  for  all  that,  to  my  thinking, 
he  would  fain  have  had  it,    Then  he  offered  it  to  him  again  -7  then 

he 
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he  put  it  by  again  t  But  to  my  thinking,  he  was  very  loath  to  lay  his 
fingers  off  it :  And  then  he  offered  it  the  third  time  \  he  put  it  the 
third  time  by  }  and  ftill  as  he  refus'd  it,  the  rabblement  howted, 
and  clapp'd  their  chopt  hands,  and  threw  up  their  fweaty  Night- 
caps, and  uttered  fuch  a  deal  of  ftinking  Breath,  becaule  Cafar 
refus'd  the  Crown,  that  it  almof^  choaked  Cafar  ,  for  he  fwoon- 
ded,  and  fell  down  at  it.  And  for  my  own  part,  I  durfl  not  laugh, 
for  fear  of  opening  my  Lips,  and  receiving  the  bad  Air. 

Caffi.  But  loft  I  pray  you  :  what,  did  Cafar  Iwound  ? 

Cas.  He  fell  down  in  the  Market-place,  and  fbam'd  at  mouth, 
and  was  fpeechlels. 

Bru.  'Tis  very  like  he  hath  the  Falling-ficknefi. 

Cas.  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that,  but  I -am  lure  Cafar 
fell  down.  If  the  tag-rag  People  did  not  clap  him,  and  hifs  him, 
according  as  he  pleas'd,  and  dilpleas'd  them,  as  they  ule  to  do  the 
Players  in  the  Theatre.    I  am  no  true  man. 

Bru.  What  laid  he,  when  he  came  unto  himlelf? 

Cas.  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  he  perceived  the  com- 
mon Herd  was  glad,  he  refuted  the  Crown,  he  pluckt  me  one  his 
Double,  and  offer'd  them  his  Throat  to  Cut ,  and  had  I  been  a  man 
of  any  Occupation,  if  I  would  not  have  taken  him  at  a  word  \ 
I  would  I  might  go  to  Hell  among  the  Rogues,  and  lb  he  fell. 
When  he  came  to  himlelf  again,  he  laid,  if  he  had  done,  or,laid 
any  thing  ami  Is,  he  delired  their  Wodhips  to  think  it  was  his 
Infirmity.  Three  or  four  Wenches  where  I  flood,  cryed,  Alals  ! 
good  Soul,  and  forgave  him  with  all  their  Hearts  ,  but  there's  no 
heed  to  be  taken  of  them,  if  Cafar  had  ftabb'd  their  Mothers, 
they  would  have  done  no  left. 

Bru.  And  after  that,  he  came  thus  lad  away. 

Cas.  I. 

C  ijfi.  Did  CiceroSay  any  thing  ? 
Cas.  I,  he  Ipoke  Greek. 
Caffi.  To  what  effort?  ■  , 

Cas.  Nay,  and  I  tell  you  that,  I'll  ne'er  look  you  i'th'  face  again. 
But  thole  that  underftood  him,  fmil'd  at  one  another,  and  Ihook 
their  Heads  j  but  for  my  own  part,  it  was  Greek  to  me,  I  could 
tell  you  more  News  too :  Murrellus  and  Flavius,  for  pulling' Scarfs 
off  Ctfar's  Images,  are  put  to  filence.  Fare  you  well.  There 
was  more  Foolery  yet,  if  I  could  remember  it. 

Caffi.  Will  you  liip  with  me  to  Night,  Caska  f 

Cas.  No,  I  am  promis'd  f  rth. 

Caffi.  Will  you  dine  with  me  to  morrow  ? 

Cas.  I,  if  I  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold,  and  your  Dinner 
worth  the  eating. 

Caffi.  Good,  I  will  expeft  you. 

B2,  Gu. 


ia  JULIUS 

Cos.  Dofo:  farewel  both.  Exit* 

Bru.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be  ? 
He  was  quick  Mettle  when  he  went  to  School. 

Caffi.  So  he  is  now,  in  execution 
Of  any  hold,  or  Noble  Enterpriie, 
However  he  puts  on  his  tardy  form  : 
This  Ruddi  ne  Is  is  a  Sawce  to  his  good  Wit, 
Which  gives  men  ftomack  to  digeft  his  words 
With  better  Appetite. 

Bru.  And  fo  it  is : 
For  this  time  I  will  leave  you  :' 
To  morrow,  if  you  pleale  to  fpeak  with  me, 
I  will  come  home  to  you  \  or  if  you  will, 
Come  home  to  me,  and  1  will  wait  for  you. 

Caffi.  I  will  do  fo  :  tell  then,  think  of  the  World. 

Exit.  Brutus. 
Well  Brutus j  thou  art  Noble  \  yet  I  fee, 
Thy  Honourable  Mettle  may  be  wrought 
From  that  it  is  difpos'd :  therefore  it  is  meet, 
That  Noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes  : 
For  who  lb  firm,  that  cannot  be  feduc\l  ? 
Cafar  doth  bear  me  hard,  but  he  loves  Brutus* 
If  I  where  Brutus  now,  and  he  were  Coffins, 
He  mould  humour  me,  I  will  this  Night, 
In  feveral  Hands,  in  at  his  Windows  throw 
As  if  they  came  from  ieveral  Citizens, 
Writings,  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 
That  Rome  holds  of  his  Name,  wherein  obfcurely 
Cafar  Ambition  iliall  be  glanced  at. 
And  after  this,  let  Cafar  let  him  fure, 
For  we  will  lhake  him,  or  worle  days  endure* 

r;  Exit- 

Thunder,  and  Lightning.    Enter  Caska, 
and  Trebonius. 

Treb.  Good  even,  Caska    brought  you  Cafar  home  ? 
Why  are  you  breathleS,  and  why  flare  you  fo  ? 

Cos.  Are  not  you  mov'd,  when  all  the  fway  of  Earth 
Shakes,  like  a  thing  un firm  ?  O  Cicero, 
I  have  feen  tempe/fo,  when  the  fcolding  Winds 
Have  riv'd  thy  knotty  Oaks,  and  1  have  feen 
Th'  ambitious  Ocean  (well,  and  rage,  and  foam, 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threatning  Clouds  : 
But  never  till  to  Night,  never  till  now, 
Did  go  through  a  Tempeft-dropping-ftre. 
.Either  there  isa  Civil  ftrife  in  Heaven, 
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Or  elfe  the  World  too  fawcy  with  the  Gods 
Incenfes  them  to  fend  Deftru&ion. 

Treb.  Why  few  you  any  thing  more  wonderful  ? 

Cos.  A  common  flave,  you  know  him  well  by  fight, 
Held  up  his  left  Hand,  which  did  flame  and  burn 
Like  twenty  Torches  join'd,  and  yet  his  Hand, 
Kot  fenfible  of  fire,  remained  unfcorch'd. 
Befides,  I  ha?  not  fince  put  up  my  Sword, 
Againft  the  Capitol  I  met  a  Lyon, 
Who  gaiz'd  upon  me,  and  went  lurly  by, 
Without  anoying  me.    And  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap,  a  hundred  gaftly  Women, 
Transform'd  with  their  fear,  who  fwore,  they  faw*^Ji 
Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  ftreets. 
And  yefterday,  the  Bird  of  Night  did  fit, 
Even  at  Noon-day,  upon  the  Market-plactf, 
Howtirg,  and  ihreeking.    When  thefe  Prodigies 
Do  fo  con  joy  ntly- meet,  let  not  man  lay 
Thefe  are  their  Realbns,  they  are  Natural  *, 
For  I  believe  they  are  portentious  things 
Unto  the  Climate  that  they  point  upon. 

Treb.  Indeed,  it  is  a  ftrange  dilpofed  time  : 
But  men  may  conftrue  things  after  their  fafhion. 
Clean  from  the  purpofe  of  the  things  themfeives. 
Comes  Gtfar  to  the  Capitol  to  morrow  ? 

Cas.  He  doth,  for  he  bid  Aotonlo 
Send  word  to  you,  he  would  be  there  to  morrow. 

Tab.  Good-night  then,  Qaska  : 
This  diftuibed  Sky  is  not  to  walk  in. 

C.:s.  F?d'e\ve\Treb(miM.  Exit  Cicero. 

Enter  Cafllus. 

Cap.  Who's  there? 

Cas.  A  Roman. 

Cajfu  Caska,  by  your  Voice. 

Can  Your  Ear  is  good. 
Caffiw,  what  Night  is  this  ? 

Cajfi.  A  very  pleafmg  Night  to  honeft  men. 

Cas.  Who  ever  knew  the  Heavens  menace  lb  ? 

Cajfu  Thole  that  have  known  the  Earth  lb  full  of  faults. 
For  my  part,  I  have  walk'd  about  the  ftreets, 
Submiting  me  unto  the  perilous  Night , 
And  thus  embraced,  Caska,  as  you  lee, 
Have  bar'd  my  Bofom  to  the  Thunder-done, 
And  when  the  crois  blue  Lightning  feem'd  to  open 
The  Brealt  of  Heaven,  I  did  pre  lent  my  felf 
Even  in  the  aim,  and  very  tialh  of  it. 
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Cas.  But  wherefore  did  you  fb  much  tempt  the  Heavens 
It  is  the  part  of  Men  to  fear  and  tremble, 
When  the  moft  mighty  Gods  by  Tokens  fetfd 
Such  dreadful  Heralds  to  aftonim  us. 

Caffi.  You  are  dull,  Caska: 
And  thole  fparks  of  Life  that  mould  be  in  a  Roman, 
You  do  want,  or  elfe  you  ufe  not, 
You  look  pale,  and  gaze,  and  put  on  fear, 
And  caft  your  felf  in  wonder, 
To  fee  the  ftrange  impatience  of  the  Heavens  : 
But  if  you  would  confider  the  true  caufe, 
Why  all  thefe  Fires,  why  all  thefe  gliding  Ghofls, 
Why  Birds  and  Beafts,  from  quality  and  kind, 
Why  old  Men,  Fools,  and  Children  calculate, 
Why  all  thefe  things  change  from  their  Ordinance, 
Their  Natures,  and  preformed  Faculties, 
To  monftrous  quality  j  why  you  fhall  find, 
That  Heaven  hath  infus'd  them  with  thefe  Spirits, 
To  make  them  Inftruments  of  fear  and  warning, 
Upon  feme  monftrous  State. 
Now  could  I,  Caska,  name  to  thee  a  man, 
Moft  like  this  dreadful  Night, 
That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  Graves,  and  roars. 
As  doth  the  Lion  in  the  Capitol : 
A  man  no  mightier  than  thy  felf,  or  me, 
In  perlbnal  A&ion  *9  yet  prodigious  grown, 
And  fearful  as  thefe  ft  range  Eruptions  are. 

Cas.  ?Tis  Cafar  that  you  mean  : 
Is  it  not,  Caffius? 

Caffu  Let  it  be  who  it  is  :  for  Romans  now 
Have  Thewes  and  Limbs  like  to  their  Anceftors  \ 
But  woe  the  while,  our  Fathers  minds  are  dead, 
And  we  are  govern'd  with  our  Mothers  Spirits, 
Our  yoke  and  fufferance  fhew  us  Womanifh. 

Cas.  Indeed,  they  fay,  the  Senators  to  morrow 
Mean  to  eftablifh  Cafar  as  a  King  :- 
And  he  fhall  wear  his  Crown  by  Sea  and  Land, 
In  every  place,  fave  here  in  Italy. 

Caffi.  I  know  where  I  will  wear  this  Dagger  then : 
Caffius  from  Bondage  will  deliver  Caffius  i 
Therein,  ye  Gods,  you  make  the  weak  moft  ftrong  *, 
Therein,  ye  Gods,  you  Tyrants  do  defeat. 
Nor  ftony  Tower,  nor  Walls  of  beaten  Brafs, 
Nor  airlefs  Dungeon,  nor  ftrong  Links  of  Iron, 
Can  be  re-tentive  to  the  ftrength  of  fpirit : 
But  Life  being  weary  of  thefe  worldly  Bars, 
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Never  lacks  power  to  difinifi  it  felf 

If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  World  befides. 

That  part  of  Tyranny  that  I  do  bear, 

I  can  make  off  at  pleafure,  Thunder  fiilU 

Cas.  So  can  I : 
So  every  Bond  man  in  his  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  Captivity. 

Caffu  And  why  mould  Cafar  be  a  Tyrant  then  ? 
Poor  man,  I  know  he  would  not  be  a  Wolf, 
But  that  he  fees  the  Romans  are  but  Sheep  : 
He  were  no  Lyon,  were  not  Romans  Hinds. 
Thole  that  with  haft  will  make  a  mighty  fire. 
Begin  it  with  weak  Straws.    What  train  is  Rome  f 
What  Rubbiih,  and  what  Offal  ?  when  it  ferves 
For  the  bafe  matter,  to  illuminate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  Cafar.  But  oh  Grief, 
Where  haft  thou  led  me  ?  I  (perhaps)  fpeak  this 
Before  a  willing  Bondman  :  then  I  know 
My  anlwer  muft  be  made.    But  I  am  arm'd, 
And  dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Cas.  You  fpeak  to  Caskay  and  to  fuch  a  man } 
That  is  no  flearing  Tell-tale.    Hold,  my  Hand j 
Be  fa&ious  for  redrefs  of  all  thefe  Griefs, 
And  I  will  let  this  foot  of  mine  as  far, 
As  who  goes  fartheft. 

Caffu  There's  bargain  made. 
Now  know  you,  Caska,  I  have  mov'd  already 
Some  certain  of  the  Nobleft  minded  Romans 
To  undergo,  with  me,  an  Enterprize, 
Of  Honourable  dangerous  conlequence  ; 
And  I  do  know  by  this,  they  ftay  for  me 
In  Fompeys  Porch  \  for  now  this  fearful  Night, 
There  is  no  ftir,  or  walking  in  the  ftreets  *, 
And  the  Complexion  of  the  Element 
Is  Favours,  like  the  Work  we  have  in  hand, 
Moft  bloody,  fiery,  and  moft  terrible. 

Enter  Cinna. 

Cas.  Stand  clofe  a  while,  for  here- comes  one  in  haft. 

Caffu  5Tis  Cinna :  I  do  know  hint  by  his  Gate. 
He  is  a  Friend,  Cinna,  where  haft  you  Co  ? 

Cinna.  To  find  out  you  \  Who's  that,  Metellus  Cymber  f 

Caffu  No  it  is  Caskay  one  incorporate 
To  our  Attempts.    Am  I  not  ftay'd  for,  Cinna  I 

Gonna* 
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China.  Iamgladon't. 
What  a  fearful  Night  is  this  ? 
There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  leen  ft  range  fights. 

Cajfi.  Am  I  not  ftay'd  for  ?  tell  me. 

Cinna.  Yes  you  are.    O  Cajfius, 
If  you  could  but  win  the  Noble  Brutus 
To  our  party— 

Caffi.  Be  you  content.    Good  Cinmy  take  this  Paper, 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  Priors  Chan-, 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it :  and  throw  this 
In  at  his  Window  ;  let  this  up  with  Wax 
Upon  old  Brutus  Statue  :  all  this  done, 
Repair  to  Pompey's  Porch,  where  you  fhall  find  us. 
Is  Becius  Brutm  and  Trebonius  there  ? 

Cinna.  All,  but  Metellus  Cymber,  and  he's  gone 
To  leek  you  at  your  houle.    Well,  I  will  hie, 
And  fo  beftow  theft  Papers  as  you  bad  me. 

Caffi.  That  done,  repair  to  Pompefs  Theatre. 

Exit  Cinna. 

Come  Casio,  you  and  I  will  yet  e're  day, 
See  Brutm  at  his  houle  *,  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already,  and  the  man  entire 
Upon  the  next  encounter,  yields  him  ours. 

Cas.  O,  he  fits  high  in  all  the  Peoples  Hearts, 
And  that  which  would  appear  Offence  in  us, 
His  Countenance,  like  richeft  Aichymy, 
Will  change  to  Vertue  and  to  Worthinefs. 

Caffi.  Him,  and  his  worth,  and  our  great  need  of  him 
You  have  right  well  conceited  :  let  us  go, 
For  it  is  after  Mid-night,  and  e're  day, 
We  will  awake  him  and  be  lure  of  him  : 

Exeunt. 
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Attus  Secundus. 


Enter  Brutus  in  his  Orchard. 

Bru.  What  Lucius j  ho. 
I  cannot,  by  the  progrefi  of  the  Stars, 
Give  guels  how  near  to  day  Lucius^  I  lay  ? 
I  would  it  were  my  fault  to  Heep  lb  foundry. 
When,  Lucius )  when    awake,  I  fay  :  what  Lucius, 
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"Enter  Lucius. 

Luc .  Calf d  you,  my  Lord  ? 

Bru.  Get  me  a  Taper  in  my  Study,  Lucius  • 
When  it  is  lighted  come  and  call  me  here  : 

Luc.  I  will  mv  Lord.  Exit. 

Bru.  It  muft  be  by  his  cleath :  and  for  my  part, 
I  know  no  perlbnal  caufe,  to  Ipurn  at  him, 
But  for  the  general.    He  would  be  Crown 'd  : 
How  that  might  change  his  nature,  there's  the  quefHon  ? 
It  is  the  bright  day  that  brings  forth  the  Adder, 
And  that  craves  wary  walking  :  Crown  him  that, 
And  then  I  grant  we  put  a  Sting  in  him. 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 
Th'  abufe  ofGreatnefs,  is,  when  it  disjoyns 
Remorfe  from  Power  :  and  to  fpeak  truth  of  Gcfar. 
I  have  not  known,  when  his  Affections  fway'd 
More  than  his  Reafbn.    But  'tis  a  common  pr  of^ 
That  Lowlineis  is  young  Ambitions  Ladder. 
Whereto  the  Climber  upwards  turns  his  Face: 
But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmoft  Round, 
He  then  unto  the  I  adder  turns  his  Back, 
Looks  in  the  Clouds,  lcorning  the  bate  degrees 
By  which  he  did  afcend  :  fb  C&fir  may 
Then  le:ift  he  may,  prevent.    And  fince  the  Quarrel 
Will  bear  no  colour,  for  the  thing  he  is, 
Fafhion  it  thus  \  that  what  he  is,  augmented, 
Would  run  to  thofe,  and  thefe  extremities  : 
And  there  o'er  think  him  as  a  Serpents  Egg, 
Which  hatched,  would  as  his  kind  grow  milchievous  \ 
And  kill  him  in  the  fhell. 

Enter  Lucius. 
Luc.  The  Taper  burneth  in  your  Clofet,  Sir  : 
Searching  the  Window  for  a  Flint,  I  found 
This  paper,  thus  feal'd  up,  and  i  am  fure 
It  did  not  lye  there  when  I  went  to  Bed. 

Gives  him  the  Letter. 
Bru.  Get  you  to  Bed  again,  it  is  not  day  : 
Is  not  to  morrow  (Boy)  the  firft  of  March  ? 
Luc.  I  know  not  Sir. 

Bru.  Look  in  the  Galendar,  and  bring  me  word. 
Luc.  I  will,  Sir.  Exit* 
Bru.  The  Exhalations  whizzing  in  the  air. 
Give  fo  much  light,  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

Opens  the  Letter  and  reads, 
Brutus,  thou  flcefft  ,  awake,  and  fee  thy  felf. 
Shall  Rome,  &c.  /peak,  flrike,  redrefs, 

C  Brutus. 
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Brutus,  tboufleep'ft:  awake; 

Such  .nft.gauons  have  been  often  dropt, 

Where  1  have  took  them  up  : 

Xl]y  Enter  Lucius. 

&  'Tis  good.  Goto  thegtte.  fome body  knocks, 
Since  Caffi"  firftdid  whet  me  agamft  Cajar, 

Andthefirft  motion,  all  the  Inter m  is 
£fe  a  Fhantafva,  or  hideous  Dream  : 
Tte  Genius,  and  the  mortal  mftruments 
I  e  thea  in  council  and  the  ftate  of  man, 
Uke  to  a  little  Kingdom  fuffers  then 
The  nature  ot  an  infurrea^n.^ 

Luc.  Sir  'tis  your  Brother  CafftHi  at  the  Door, 
Whodeftrestofeeyou. 

f;;-N»est°>here»r=  more  with  hi». 
»  nn«e°  io  their  Cloacks, 

Bv,nym»rkofl«o<i'- 
R,u.  let 'em  enter: 

Hide  it  in  Smiles,  and  Affability  .  For 
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For  tbo,  harh  thy  Native  femblance  on,  " 
Not  Erebus  it  fejr  were  dim  enough, 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention.  S 

Enter  the  CcnfpiratorS>  Caftus  Ca<k3   n=  • 

MPf-  si,*,    j  i- ' ,vasKa>  l->fcuis,  Cinna, 
Mett-Jlus  W  Trebonius. 

rff  1  think  *e  are  too  bold  upon  your  Reft  • 
'  G°°d/m?rhrow  ^  we  trouble  ou  >  ' 

iw,  IteTntTZ?"  Hou,r' awie  311  Ni§ht  * 

o/ff  vl        '  hat  come  a,on6  with  you  ? 

He  is  welcome  hither. 
This  Deaus  Brutus. 
&ru.  He  is  welcome  too." 

J  hat  watchful  Cares  do  interpofe  themfelves 
Betwixt  your  Eyes  and  Night  >  tnem,elves 

C*ffi.  Shall  [  intreat  a  wore  ?  -r. 

Arc/a/.  Here  lir< 'he  Part  .        * *>ey  wbtfper. 

Cos.  No"creJlfsthe£att;  doth  not  the  Day  break  here  > 

Stands  as  the  Capitol,  direftly  her? 

Th  c         n0Un  °ath;  ^nottheFaceofmP„ 
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Till  each  Man  drop  bv  Lottery,  But  if  thefe 

(  \s  I  am  fure  they  do)  bear  Fire  enough 

To  kindle  Cowards,  and  to  (teal  with  Valour 

The  melting  Spirits  of  Woman.    Then  Countrymen, 

VVhaf  need  we  any  Spur,  but  our  own  Caule, 

To  prick  us  to  redrefs  ?  What  other  Bond 

Than  fecret  Rmms,  that  have  fpoke  the  Word, 

And  will  not  palter  ?  And  what  other  Oath 

Than  Honefiy  to  honefty  engag'd,  . 

That  this  mall  be,  or  we  mall  fall  for  it. 

Swear  Priefts  and  Cowards,  and  Men  cautelous 

Old  feedle  Carrions  and  fuch  fuftenng  Souls 

That  welcome  Wrongs :  Unto  bad  Caufes  {wear, 

Such  Creatures  as  Men  doubt j  but  do  not  itain 

The  even  vertue  of  our  Enterprise,    ^  > 

tfor  th'  infuppreffive  mettle  of  our  Spirits, 

To  think,  5S,  or  our  Caule,  or  our  ^rn^e 

Did  need  an  Oath.    When  every  drop  or  Blood 

That  every  Roman  bears,  and  Nobly  bears, 

Is  cuilty  of  a  feveral  Bailardy, 

If  he  do  break  the  fmalleft  Particle 

Of  any  Promife  that  hath  paft  from  him. 

C&f.  But  what  of  Cicero  ?  Shall  we  found  him  i 
I  think  he  will  fiand  very  ftrong  with  us. 
Cash  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 
Cm.  No  by  no  means.        ^  !  V-. 
MmU  O  let  us  have  him !  for  his  filvev  Hans 
Will  purchafe  a  good  opinion  :  _ 
And  by  Mens  Voices,  to  commend  our  Deeds  . 
It  mall  be  faid  his  judgment  rufdour  Hands, 
Our  Youths  and  Wildnefs  foil  no  whit  appear, 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  Gravity. 

Bru,  O  name  him  not  4  let  us  not  break  with  him 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing 
That  other  men  begin. 
Caffu  Then  leave  him  out. 

rath.  Indeed,  he  is  not  tit.  ,    _  r 

to  iLll  no  man  elfe  be  touch'd,  but  only  C*r 
CM.  Pm  wwellurg'd:  I  think  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark  Antony,  fo  well  beloy'd  of Cef*r.  » 
Should  out-live  Gt/ir,  we  jhall  fad  of  h.m 
A  ftirewd  Contriver.    And  you  know ,  his  means, 
If'he  improve  them,  may  well  ftretch  lo  tar 
As  to  annoy  us  all :  which  to  prevent, 
Let  Antony  and  Cafar  fall  together. 
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Our  Couvfe  will  feem  too  bloody  ,  Caius  Caffms] 
To  cut  the  Head  off,  and  then  hack  the  Limbs : 
Se  W«th  in  Death,  and  Envy  afterwards : 
For  Antony  is  but  a  Limb  of  C*K 
5s  be  Sacraficers,  but  no  Butchers ;  Caus . 
We  all  ftand  up  againft  the  Sp,  rite  of  Cjar 
And  in  the  Spirit  of  Men  there  is  no  Blood 
otwe  thPen  could  come  by Spirit, 

And  rot  dilmember  C«e/*  !  But  (alais .  ; 
Jl  muft  bleed  for  it.    And  gentle  Friends, 

SS  Si  him  boldly,  but  not  wradifelty  : 

Let's  Sr ve  him,  as  a  Dilh  tit  for  the  Gods, 

Kot  hew  him  as  a  Carkafs  fit  for  Hounds  •, 

And  let  our  Hearts,  as  fubtle  Matters  do, 

SfiruD  their  Servants  to  an  aft  of  Rage, 

And  C  feem  to  chide  'em.    This  mall  make 

Ourpurpofe  neceOary,  and  not  envious, 
fo  iooearina;  to  the  common  Eyes, 
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And  for  ^  ^""V,  thmk  not  of  him  . 
For  he  can  do  no  more  than  C,/<r's  Arm, 
When  Coir's  Head  is  off. 

rv/fi.  Yet  I  fear  him, 
Pnrl  the  ingrafted  Love  he  bears  to  Ctfar. 
T° bZ  A\S  good  C4fi~,  do  not  think  of  him : 
If  he  love  Cepr,  all  that  he  can  do 

to  himfelf-,  take  thought,  and  dye  for  Cf/>  , 
And  St  were  much  he  fhould ;  for  he  is  given 
^  Wts  and  Wildnefs,  and  much  company. 
TV'r  Tn  ve  is  no  fear'  in  him  ;  let  him  not  dye, 
Fof  he  will  live  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter.  ^  ^ 

Bru.  Peace,  count  the  Clock. 

S.  The  Clock  hath  ftncken  three. 

r,e b.  Tis  time  to  part. 

oft  But  it  is  doubtful  yet, 
wSker will  come  forth  to  day ,  or  no  . 
For  he  is  Superfluous  grown  o .  late, 
Q_u  te  f  omdre.main  Opinion  he  heldonce, 
Of  Fantafie,  of  Dreams,  and  Ceremonies . 
It  may  bethefe  apparent  Prodigies 
Th"  unaccuftom'd  Terror  of  this  Night , 
And  the  Perfwafion  of  his  Augurers, 

jcS'Serfwayhim:  For  he  loves  to  hear, 
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That  Unicorns  may  be  betray'd  with  Trees, 
And  Bears  with  Glaffes,  Elephants  with  Holes, 
Lions  with  Toils,  and  Men  with  Flatterers, 
But  when  I  tell  him  he  hates  Flatterers, 
He  fays,  he  does  j  begin  then  moft  flattered. 
Let  me  work  : 

For  I  can  give  his  Humour  the  true  bent  \  i 
And  I  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Cajfi.  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch- him. 

Bru.  By  the  eighth  Hour,  is  that  the  uttermoil  ? 

Cw.  Be  that  the  uttermoft,  and  fail  net  then. 

Met.  Cairn  Ligarius  doth  bear  Cafar  hard, 
Who  rated  him  for  fpeaking  well  of  Pompey, 
I  wonder  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru.  Now  good  Metelius  go  along  bv  him. 
He  loves  me  well,  and  I  have  given  him  Realbn, 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  Til  fafhion  him. 

Cajfi.  The  Morning  comes  upon's : 
We'll  leave  you,  Brutus,  > 

And  Friends  difperfe  your  felves ;  but  all  remember 
W7hat  you  have  faid,  and  fhew  your  felves  true  Romans. 

Bru.  Good  Gentlemen  look  frein  and  merrily. 
Let  not  our  Looks  put  on  cur  Purpoies, 
But  bear  it  as  our  Roman  A&ors  do. 
With  untir'd  Spirits,  and  formal  Conftancy, 
And  fo  good  Morrow  to  you  every  one. 

Manet  Brutus. 
Boy:  Lucius,  Faftafleep?  It  is  no  Matter. 
Enjoy  the  honey-heavy  dew  of  Slumber  : 
Thou  haft  no  Figures,  nor  no  Fantalies, 
Which  bufie  Care  draws  in  the  Brains  of  Men  j 
Therefore  thou  fieep'ft  fo  found. 

Enter  Portia. 

Tor.  Brut  us  $  my  Lord, 

Bru.  Portia  What  mean  you  ?  wherefore  rife  you  now 
It  is  not  for  your  Health,  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  Condition  to  the  raw  cold  Morning. 

Par.  Nor  for  yours  neither.  .  Y'have  ungently,  trutus 
Stole  from  my  Bed  :  and  yefternight  at  Supper 
You  fuddenly  arofe,  and  walk'd  about, 
Mufing  and  fighing,  with  your  Arms  a-crofs  \ 
And  when  I  as^'d  you  what  the  Matter  was, 
You  ftar'd  upon  me  with  ungentle  Looks. 
I  urg'd  you  further  j  then  you  fcratch'd  your  Head, 
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And  too  impatiently  ftamp'd  with  your  Foot : 
Yet  I  infifted  :,  yet  you  anfwer'd  not, 
But  with  an  angry  wafter  of  your  hand, 
Gave  fign  tor  me  to  leave  you  }  So  I  did, 
Fearing  to  ftrengthen  that  Impatience 
Which  feenvd  too  much  inkindled    and  withal 
Hoping  it  was  but  an  elfeft  of  Humour, 
Which  fometime  hath  his  Hour  with  every  Man. 
It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  lleep  \  ( 
And  cou'd  it  work  lb  much  upon  your  Shape, 
As  it  hath  much  prevailed  on  your  Condition, 
I  Ihould  not  know  you,  Bruttts,  Dear  my  Lord, 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  caufe  of  Grief 

Bru.  I  am  not  well  in  Health,  and  that  is  all. 

Tor.  Brutus  is  wile,  and  were  he  not  in  Health, 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 

Bru.  Why  lb  I  do  :  good  Portia  go  to  bed. 

Tor.  Is  Brutus  fick  ?  And  is  it  Phyfical 
To  walk  unbraced,  and  luck  up  the  Humours 
Of  the  dark  Morning  ?  What  is  Brutus  fick  ? 
And  will  he  fteel  out  of  his  wholefome  bed 
To  dare  the  vile  Contagion  of  the  Night  ? 
And  tempt  the  rheumy  and  unpurged  Air, 
To  add  unto  his  Sicknefi  ?  No,  my  Brutus, 
You  have  lome  fick  Offence  within  your  Mind. . 
Which  by  the  right  and  vertue  of  my  place, 
I  ought  to  know  of :  And  upon  my  knees, 
I  charm  you  by  my  once  commended  Beauty, 
By  all  your  Vows  of  Love,  and  that  great  Vow 
Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one, 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  your  lelf,  your  half, 
Why  you  are  heavy,  and  what  Men  to  night 
Have  had  Re  fort  to  you  ,  for  here  have  been 
Some  fix  or  leven,  who  did  hide  their  Faces 
Even  from  Darknefi.  \ 

Bru.  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 

Tor.  I  mould  not  need,  if. you  were  gentle  Brutus* 
Within  the  Bond  of  Marriage,  tell  me  Erutus7 
Is  it  expected,  I  fhould  know  no  Secrets 
That  appertain  to  you,?  Am  I  your  lelf, 
But  as  it  were  in  fort,  or  Limitation  ? 
To  keep  with  you  at  Meals,  comfort  your  Bed, 
And  talk  to  you  fometime  ?  Dwell  I  but  in  Suburbs 
Of  your  good  Pleaiure  ?  If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus  Harlot,  not  his  Wife. 

Bru*  You 
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Bru.  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  Wife, 
As  dear  to  me  as  are  the  ruddy  Drops 
Thafc  viiit  my  lad  Heart. 

For.  If  this  were  true,  then  fhould  I  know  this  Secret 
I  grant  I  am  a  Woman  ;  but  withal, 
A  Woman  that  Lord  Brutus  took  to  Wife  : 
I  grant  I  am  a  Woman  ,  but  withal, 
A  Woman  well  reputed  :  Catoh  Daughter. 
Think  you,  I  am  no  ftronger  than  my  Sex  -7 
Being  lo  father'd,.  and  fo  husbanded  ? 
Tell  me  your  Counfels,  I  will  not  dilclofe  'em  : 
I  have  made  ftrong  Proof  of  my  Conftancy, 
Giving  my  felf  a  voluntary  Wound 
Here  in  the  Thigh  :  Can  I  bear  that  with  Patience, 
And  not  my  Husband's  Secrets  ? 

Bru.  O  ye  Gods  ! 
Render  me  worthy  of  this  noble  Wife.  Knock 
Hark,  hark,  one  knocks  :  Portia  go  in  a  while, 
And  by  and  by  thy  Bofom  {hall  partake 
The  Secrets  of  my  Heart. 
A  ll  my  Engagements  I  will  conftrue  to  thee, 
All  the  Chara&ery  of  my  lad  Brows, 

Leave  me  with  hafte.  Exit  Portia, 

Enter  Lucius  and  Ligarius. 
Lucius.  Who's  that  knocks  ? 

Luc.  Here  is  a  lick  Man  that  wou'd  lpeak  with  you. 

Bru.  Caius  Ligarius  that  Metellus  lpake  of 
Boy,  ftand  afide.    Caius  Ligarius ,  how  ? 

Cai.  Vouch  fife  good  Morrow  from  a  feeble  To  gue. 

Bru,  O  what  a  time  have  you  chofe  out,  brave  Caius. 
To  wear  a  Kerchief?  Would  you  were  not  fick. 

Cai.  I  am  not  lick  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
Any  Exploit  worthy  the  Name  of  Honour. 

Bru.  Such  an  Exploit  have  I  in  hand,  Ligarius7 
Had. you  a  healthful  Ear  to  hear  of  it. 

Cai.  By  all  the  Gods  that  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  difcard  my  ficknefi.    Soul  of  Borne , 
Brave  Son,  deriv'd  from  honourable  Loins, 
Thou  like  an  Exorcift,  haft  conjur'd  up 
My  mortiied  Spirits.    Now  bid  me  run, 
And  I  will  ftrive  with  things  impolfible, 
Yea  get  the  better  of  them.  What's  to  do  ? 

Bru.  A  piece  of  Work, 
That  will  make  fick  Men  whole. 

Cai.  But 
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Cai.  But  are  not  fome  whole,  that  we  muft  make  fick 

Bru.  That  muft  we  alfo.    What  it  is,  my  Caiw, 
I  fhall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  are  going, 
To  whom  it  muft  be  done. 

Cai.  Set  on  your  Foot. 
And  with  a  Heart  new-lr'd,  I  follow  you, 
To  do  I  know  not  what :  but  it  fufriceth, 
That  Brians  leads  me  on. 

Bru.  Follow  me  then, 

Thunder  and  Lightening. 

Enter  Julius  Csefar  in  his  Night -gown. 
Cdfar.  Nor  Heaven  nor  Earth, 
Have  been  at  peace  to  night : 
Thrice  hath  Calphurma  in  her  deep  cry'd  out ; 
Help,  ho  :  They  murther  Ctfar.    Who's  within  r 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord. 

C&f.  Go  bid  the  Priefts  do  prefent  Sacrifice, 
Ser.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

Enter  Calphurnia. 

Cal.  What  mean  you  C&far,  think  you  to  walk  forth  ? 
You  fhall  not  ftir  out  of  your  houle  to  day. 

Caf.  Gtfar,  ilia  11  forth  \  the  things  that  threaten'd  me, 
Ne'er  look'd  but  on  my  Back  :  When  they  fhall  fee 
The  Face  ofC^r,  they  are  vanifhed. 

Col.  Gtfary  I  never  ftood  on  Ceremonies, 
Yet  now  they  fright  me  :  There  is  one  within, 
Befides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  feen, 
Recounts  moft  horrid  Sights  ieen  by  the  Watch, 
A  Lionels  hath  whelped  in  the  Street, 
And  Graves  have  yawn'd  and  yielded  up  their  dead. 
Fierce  fiery  Warriours  fight  upon  the  Clouds 
In  Ranks  and  Squadrons,  and  right  form  of  War, 
Which  drizel'd  Blood  upon  the  Capitol : 
The  noife  of  Battle  hurtled  in  the  Air  } 
Horfes  do  neigh,  and  dying  Men  did  groan, 
And  Ghofts  did  fhriek  and  fqueal  about  the  Streets. 
O  Cafar,  thefe  things  are  beyond  all  ule, 
And  I  do  fear  them. 

Cefar.  What  can  be  avoided. 
Whole  End  is  purpos'd  by  the  mighty  Gods  ? 
Yet  Gefar  fhall  go  forth  :  for  thefe  Predidioi^ 
Are  to  the  World  in  general  as  to  C&far. 

D 
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Cal.  When  beggars  dye,  there  are  no  Cornets  ieen, 
The  Heavens  themfelves  blaze  forth  the  Death  of  Princes. 
Gef.  Cowards  dye  many  times  before  their  Deaths, 
e  valiant  never  tafte  of  Death  but  once. 
Of  a  11  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard, 
It  ieems  to  me  moft  ftrange  that  Men  mould  fear, 
Seeing  that  Death,  a  neceffary  End, 
Will  come  when  it  will  come. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

What  fay  the  Augures  ? 

Ser.  They  wou'd  not  have  you  to  ftir  forth  to  day. 
Plucking  the  Intrails  of  an  Offering  forth, 
They  could  not  find  a  Heart  within  the  beaft. 

Caf.  The  Gods  do  this  in  ihame  of  Cowardife  : 
Ctfar  fhould  be  a  Beaft  without  Heart 
If  he  mould  ftay  at  home  to  day  for  fear  \ 
No,  C&far  mall  not  \  Danger  knows  full  well 
That  Ctfar  is  more  dangerous  then  he. 
We  hear  two  Lions  litter'd  in  one  day. 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible, 
And  Cafar  fhallgo  forth. 

Cal.  Alaismy  llord, 
Your  Wifdom  is  confum'd  in  Confidence  : 
Do  not  go  forth  to  day  :  call  it  my  Fear 
That  keeps  you  in  the  Houfe,  and  not  your  own. 
We'll  fend  Mark  Antony  to  the  Senate-houfe, 
And  he  fhall  fay,  you  are  not  well  to  day  : 
Let  me  upon  my  knee  prevail  in  this. 

Caf.  Mark  Antony  fhall  fay  I  am  not  well, 
And  for  thy  Humour  I  will  flay  at  Home. 

Enter  Decius. 

Here's  Decitu  Brutus  he  fhall  tell  them  fo. 

Dec.  Cafar,  all  hail :  Good  morrow  worthy  C<tfar7 
I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  Senate-houfe. 

Caf.  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time, 
To  bear  my  greeting  to  the  Senators, 
And  tell  them  that  I  will  not  come  to  day  : 
Cannot,  is  falfe,  and  that  1  dare  not,  falfer  : 
I  will  not  come  to  day,  tell  them  fb  Deciut. 

Cal.  Say  he  is  fick. 

Cef.  Shall  Cafar  fend  a  Lye  ? 
Have  I  in  Conqueft  ftretch'd  mine  Arms  fb  far, 
To  be  afraid  to  tell  Gray  beards  the  Trutii  *, 
Decim^  go  tell  'hem.  C.tfar  wi'l  not  c^me. 

Dec.  Moft  mighty  Cafar  ,  le':  me  -  now  fbme  caufe, 

-  Left 
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Left  1  be  laugh'd  at  when  I  tell  them  fb. 

C<tf.  The  Caufe  is  in  my  will,  I  will  not  come. 
That  is  enough  to  latisfie  the  Senate. 
But  for  your  private  Satisfa&ion, 
Becaule  I  love  you  I  will  let  you  know. 
Calphurma,  here  my  Wife  ftays  me  at  home  i 
She  dream'd  to  night  me  law  my  Statue, 
Which  like  a  Fountain,  with  an  hundred  Spouts, 
Did  run  pure  Blood  \  and  many  lufty  Romatis. 
Came  foiling,  and  did  bath  their  Hands  in  it  *, 
And  thefe  -does  me  apply,  for  Warnings  and  Portents, 
And  Evils  imminent ;  and  on  her  knee 
Hath  begg'd  that  I  will  ftay  at  home  to  day. 

Dec.  This  Dream  is  all  ami  is  interpreted  *, 
It  was  a  Vilion  fair  and  fortunate  , 
Your  Statue  fpouting  Blood  in  many  Pipes, 
In  which  lb  many  fmiling  Romans  bath'd, 
Signifies,  that  from  you  great  Rome  mall  flick 
Reviving  Blood,  and  that  great  Man  mall  prefs 
For  Tinctures,  Stains,  Reliques,  and  Cognifance. 
This  by  Catphurnias  Dream  is  figni  led. 

Cf/I  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it  ? 

Dec.  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  lay. 
And  know  it  now,  the  Senate  have  concluded 
To  give  this  day  a  Grown  to  mighty  Gefar. 
If  you  mall  lend  the  word  you  will  not  come, 
Their  minds  mav  change.    Befides  it  were  a  mock 
Apt  to  be  rendered,  for  lbme  one  to  lay, 
Break  up  the  Senate  till  another  time. 
When  Cx/aSs  Wife  mail  meet  with  better  Dreams. 
tfCkfar  hide  himfelf,  mall  they  not  whilper, 
Lo  Cxfir  is  afraid  ? 

Pardon  me  Gtfar,  for  my  dear,  dear  Love 
To  your  Proceedings,  bids  me  tell  you  this  : 
And  Realbn  to  my  Love  is  liable. 

Caf.  How  foolilh  do  your  Fears  leem  now  Caljhurnia  i 
I  am  aihamed  I  did  yield  to  them. 
Give  me  my  Robe,  for  I  will  go. 

Enter  Brutus,  Ligarius,  Metellus,  Caska,  Trebonius,  Cinna,  and 

Publius. 

And  look  where  Tublius  is  come  to  fetch  me. 

Pub.  Good  morrow,  Caf  or. 

Gtf  Welcome  PMius. 
What  Brutm^  are  you  ftirr'd  lb  early  too  ? 

Gooa  morrow,  Caska?  Cam  Ligarim^  -  r  : 
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Cafar  was  ne'er  fo  much  your  Enemy, 

As  that  lame  Ague  whicii  hath  made  you  leaffj  : 

What  is'c  a  Clock  ? 

Bru  Cafjr,  'tis  ftrucken  Eight. 

Caf.  I  thank  you  for  your  Pains  and  Courtefie* 

Enter  Antony. 
See,  Antony  that  Revels  long  a  nights 
Is  notwithftanding  up.    Good  morrow  Antony* 

Ant.  So  to  moft  Nob'e  Cafar. 

Caf  Bid  them  prepare  within  : 
I  am  too  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for, 
Now  Chwa,  now  Metellus\  what  Trebonius. 
I  have  an  hours  tajk  in  ftore  for  you  ; 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to  day  ; 
Be  near  me,  that  I  may  remember  you. 

Treb.  Cafar  I  will ;  sndfo  near  will  I  be, 
That  your  bed  Friends  (hall  wifh  I  had  been  farther. 

Caf.  Good  Friends  go  in,  and  tafte  fome  Wine  with  me. 
And  we  [like  Friends)  will  ftraight  way  go  together. 

Bru.  That  every  like  is  not  the  fame,  O  Cafar  % 
The  Heart  oi  Brutus  earns  to  think  upon.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Artimedorus. 
Gsfar.  beware  of  Brutus,  take  heed  of  Caflius,  come  not 
near  Caska,  have  an  eye  to  Cinna,  trufl  not  Trebonius,  mark 
well  Metellus  Cymber,  Decius  Brutus  loves  thee  not  :  Then 
haft  wrongd  Caius  Liganus.    There  is  hut  one  Mind  in  all 
thefe  Men,  and  it  is  bent  again  (I  Crrfar  :  Tf  thou  beefl  not  im- 
mortal^  look  about  you,  Security  gives  way  to  Confpiracy,  The 
mighty  Gcds  defend  the.    Thy  Love,  Artimedorus. 
Here  will  I  ftand  till  Cafar  pals  along, 
And  as  a  Suiter  will  I  give  him  this : 
My  Heart  laments,  the  Virtue  cannot  live 
Out  of  the  Teeth  of  Emulation 
If  thou  read  this,  O  Cafar,  thou  mayeft  live, 
If  not,  the  Fates  which  Traitors  do  contrive.  Exit. 

Enter  Portia  and  Lucius. 
For.  I  Prithee  Boy,  run  to  the  Senate-houfe, 

Stay 
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S  tay  not  to  anfwer  me,  but  get  thee  gone, 
Why  doeft  thou  (lay  ? 

Luc  To  know  my  Errand,  Madam. 

Tor.  I  would  have  had  thee  there  and  here  again 
3Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  ihould'ft  do  there : 

0  Conftancy  be  flrong  upon  my  fide, 

Seta  huge  Mountain  'tween  my  Heart  and  Tongue  : 

1  have  a  Mans  Mind,  but  a  Womans  Might  : 
How  hard  it  is  for  Woman  to  keep  Counfel. 
Art  thou  here  yet  ? 

Luc.  Madam,  what  fliall  I  do  ? 
Run  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  elfe? 
And  fo  return  to  You,  and  nothing  elfe  ? 

Tor.  Yes,  bring  me  word  Boy,  if  my  Lord  looks  well, 
For  he  went  fickly  forth :  and  take  good  note 
What  Cafar  doth,  what  Suiters  prefs  to  him. 
Hark  Boy,  what  noife  is  that  ? 

Luc.  I  hear  none,  Madam. 

Tor.  Prithee  liften  well : 
I  heard  a  bufsling  Rumour  like  a  Fray, 
And  the  Wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol, 

Luc.  Madam,  I  hear  nothing. 

Enter  the  Soothfayer. 

Tor.  Come  hither  Fellow,  which  way  haft  thou  been  I 

Sooth.  At  mine  own  Houfe,  good  Lady. 

Tor.  What  is  t  a  Clock  ? 

Sooth.  About  the  ninth  hour,  Lady. 

Tor.  Is  Cafar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Sooth.  Madam,  not  yet,  I  go  to  take  my  Stand, 
To  fee  him  pafs  on  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Tor.  Thou  haft  fome  Suit  to  Cafar,  haft  thou  not  it 

Sooth.  That  I  have,  Lady,  if  it  will  pleafe  Cafar 
To  be  fo  good  Cafar  %  as  to  hear  me  : 
I  fliall  befeech  him  to  befriend  himfelf. 

Tor.  Why  know'ft  thou  any  harms  intended  towards  him  I 

Sooth.  None  that  I  know  will  be; 
Much  that  1  fear  may  chance: 
Good  morrow  to  you ;  here  the  ftreet  is  narrow  % 
The  throng  that  follows  Cafar  at  the  heels, 
Of  Senators,  ol  Praetors,  common  Suiters, 

'  Will 
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Will  crowd  a  feeble  man  almoft  to  death  ; 
I'll  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  Cafar  as  he  comes  along.  Exit- 

Par.  I  muft  go  in. 
Aye  me,  How  weak  a  thing. 
The  Heart  of  Woman  is,  O  Brutus, 
The  Heavens  lpeedthee  in  thine  Enterprize. 
Sure  the  Boy  heard  me  \  Brutns  hath  a  fuit 
That  Cafar  will  not  grant,  O,  I  grow  faint  , 
Run  Julius,  and  commend  me  to  my  Lord, 
Say  1  am  merry  }  Come  to  me  again, 

And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  fay  to  thee.  Exeunt. 


Actus  Tertius. 


Flourljh. 

Enter  Caefar,  Brutus,  Caflius,  Caska,  Decitis,  Metellus,  Treboni- 
us,  Cinna,  Antony,  Lepidus,  Artimedorus,  Publius, 
and  the  Soothfayer. 

Caf.  The  Ides  of  March  are  come. 

Sooth.  I  Cafar 9  but  not  gone. 

Art.  Hail  Cafar  ;  Read  this  Schedule. 

Dec.  Trehonitis  doth  defire  you  to  o  er-read 
At  your  beft  leifiire,  this  his  humble  fuit. 

Art .  O  Cafar,  read  mine  firft  {  for  mine's  a  fuit 
That  touches  Cafar  nearer,  Read  it  great  Cafar. 

Caf.  What  touches  our  felf,  fhall  be  laft  ferv'd. 

Art.  Delay  not  Cafar,  read  it  inftantly. 

pub.  Sirrah,  give  place. 

Cajfi.  What  urge  you  your  Petitions  in  the  Street  ? 
Come  to  the  Capitol. 

Popll.  I  wilh  your  Enterprize  to  day  may  thrive. 

Cajfi.  What  Enterprize,  Popiliu*  ? 

Popil.  Fare  you  well. 

Bru.  What  faid  Pofilius  Lena  ? 

Cajfi.  He  wiih'd  to  day  our  Enterprize  might  thrive  ; 
I  fear  our  Purpofe  is  dilcovered. 

Bru.  Look  how  he  makes  to  Cafar  ?  mark  him* 
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Cajfi.  Oasla  be  Hidden,  for  we  fear  Prevention. 
Brutus,  what  fhall  be  done  ?  if  this  be  known, 
Cajfius  or  Cafar  never  fliall  turn  back, 
For  I  will  flay  my  felf. 

Bru.  Cajfius  be  conftant : 
popilius  Lena,  ipeaks  out  of  our  Purpoles, 
For  look  he  imiles,  and  Cafar  doth  not  change. 

Cajfi.  Ireboniuj  knows  his  time  ;  Brutus, 
He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

Dec.  Where  is  Metellus  Cymber,  let  him  go, 
And  prelently  prefer  his  iuit  to  Cafar. 

Bru.  He  is  addreft  :  preis  near,  and  fecond  him. 

Cm.  Caska,  you  are  the  Rrft  that  rears  your  hand. 

Cajfi.  Are  we  all  ready  ;  what  is  now  amils, 
That  C&far  and  his  Senate  muft  redrels  ? 

Metel.  Moff  high,  moft  mighty,  and  moft  puiflant  Cafar, 
Metellus  Cymber  throws  before  thy  Seat 
An  humble  Heart. 

Caf  I  muft  prevent  thee  Cymber  : 
Thefe  Couchings,  and  thele  lowly  Courtiers 
Might  tire  the  Blood  of  ordinary  Men, 
And  turn  pre-Ordinance,  and  firft  Decree, 
Into  the  Lane  of  Childr  en.    Be  not  fond 
To  think  that  Cafar  bears  fuch  Rebel  blood 
That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  Quality 
With  that  which  melteth  Fools,  I  mean  lweet  words, 
Low -crooked  Courtefies,  and  bale  Spaniel  Fawning  : 
Thy  Brother  by  decree  is  banifhed. 
If  thou  doft  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him, 
I  fpurn  the  like  a  Cur  out  of  my  way  : 
Know,  Cafar  doth  not  wrong,  nor  without  caufe 
Will  he  be  fatisfied. 

Metel.  Is  there  no  Voice  more  worthy  than  my  own.' 
To  found  more  fweetly  in  great  Cafar's  Ear, 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banifh'd  Brother. 

Bru.  I  kifs  thy  Hand,  but  not  in  Flattery  Cafar  : 
Defiring  thee  that  Fublius  Cymber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  Repeal. 
Caf.  What  Brutus  ? 
Cajfi.  Pardon  Cafar,  Cafar  pardon  j 
As  low  as  to  thy  foot  doth  Cajfius  fall, 
To  beg  infranchifement  for  Vublim  CimbeZ. 

Caf  I  could  be  well  mov'd,  if  I  were  as  you, 
If  I  could  pray  to  move,  Prayers  would  move  Hie  : 
But  1  am  conftant  as  the  Northern  Star, 
Of  whofe  true  ftxt,  and  refting  quality, 
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There  is  no  fellow  in  the  Firmament. 
The  Skies  are  painted  with  unnumbred  Sparks, 
They  are  all  Fire,  and  every  one  doth  mine  : 
But,  there's  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place. 
So,  in  the  World  \  'tis  furnifh'd  well  with  Men, 
And  Men  are  Flefh  and  Blood,  and  apprehenfive  * 
Yet  in  the  number,  I  do  know  but  One 
That  unallaylable  holds  on  his  Rank, 
Unmak'd  of  Motion  :  and  that  I  am  he, 
Let  me  a  little  mew  it,  even  in  this  ; 
That  I  was  conflant  Cymber  mould  be  banifh'd, 
And  conflant  do  remain  to  keep  him  fo. 
C'mna.  O  Cefar. 

Cnf.  Hence  :  Wiit  thou  lift  up  Olymjm  ? 
Dec  lus.  Great  Cafar. 
Cdf.  Doth  not  B~it!tu  bootlefs  kneel  ? 
Cask.  Speak  hands  for  me. 

They  ftab  C&far. 

Caf.  Et  tu  Brute  ? — Then  fall  Gtfar.  Dies: 

Cm.  Liberty,  freedom  \  Tyrany  is  dead, 
Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  Streets. 

Cap.  Some  to  the  common  Pulpits,  and  cry  out 
Liberty,  Freedom,  and  Enfranchisement. 

Bru.  People  and  Senators,  be  not  affrighted: 
Fly  not,  ftand  flill :  Ambitions  debt  is  paid. 

Cask.  Go  to  the  Pulpit,  Brutus. 

Dec.  And  Cajfm  too. 

Bru.  Where's  Public  f 

Cm.  Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  Mutiny. 

Met.  Stand  faft  together,  left  fome  Friend  of  Ce/kr's  fhould  charge* 

Bru.  Talk  not  of  flanding.    Publics  good  cheer, 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  Perfon, 
Nor  to  no  Roman  elfe  \  fo  tell  them  Publics. 

Cap.  And  leave  us  Publias^  left  that  the  people 
Rufhing  on  us,  ihould  do  your  Age  fome  mifchief. 

Bru.  Do  fo,  and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed, 
But  we  the  Doers. 

Znter  Trebonius 

Cajfi.  Where  is  Antony  t 

T 'eb.  Fled  to  his  Houfe  amaz'd  : 
Men,  Wives,  and  Children,  flare,  cry  out,  and  runj  . 
As  it  were  Doomfday. 

Bru.  Fates,  we  will  know  your  pleaiiires } 
That  we  fhall  dye  we  know,  {tis  but  the  time 

And 


€  M  S  A  it  g 

And  drawing  days  out,  that  Men  ftand  upon. 

Cask.  Why  he  that  cuts  of  twenty  years  of  life, 
Cuts  off  fb  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

By  a.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit : 
So  are  we  C<cfaSs  Friends,  that  have  abridg'd 
His  time  of  fearing  death.    Stoop  Romans,  ftoop, 
And  let  us  bath  our  hands  in  Cafar's  blood 
Up  to  the  Elbows,  and  befmear  our  Swords : 
Then  walk  we  forth  into  the  Market-place, 
And  waving  our  red  Weapons  o're  our  Heads, 
Let's  all  cry  Peace,  Freedom,  and  Liberty. 

Caffi.  Stoop  then,  and  warn.    How  many  Ages  hence 
Shall  this  our  lofty  Scene  be  afted  over, 
In  State  unborn,  and  Accents  yet  unknown  ? 

Brit,  How  many  times  iha*l  C-efar  bleed  in  fport  ? 
That  now  on  Pcmfeyh  Bafis  lye  along, 
No  worthyer  then  the  duft  ? 

Caffi.  So  oft  as  that  ihall  be, 
So  often  ihall  the  knot  of  us  be  call'd, 
The  Men  that  gave  their  Country  Liberty, 

Dec.  What,  ihall  we  forth  ? 

Caffi.  I,  every  Man  away. 
Brutus  fhall  lead,  and  we  will  grace  his  heels 
With  the  raoft  boldeft,  and  beft  hearts  of  Rome, 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Bru.  Soft,  who  comes  here  ?  A  Friend  of  Antonys. 

Ser.  Thus  Brutus  did  my  Mafter  bid  me  kneel j 
Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down, 
And  being  proftrate,  thus  he  bid  me  fay  : 
Brutus  is  Noble,  Wife,  Valiant,  and  Honeft ; 
Cafar  was  mighty,  Bold,  Royal,  and  Loving  : 
Say,  I  love  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him  ; 
Say,  I  fear'd  C&far,  honour'd  him,  and  lov'd  him. 
If  Brutus  will  vouch  fa  fe,  that  Antony 
May  lately  come  to  him,  and  be  refblv'd 
How  C*far  hath  deferv'd  to  lye  in  death, 
Mark  Antony  fhall  not  love  Cafar  dead 
So  well  as  Brutus  living  \  but  will  follow 
The  Fortunes  and  Affairs  of  Noble  Brutus, 
Through  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  State, 
With  all  true  Faith.    So  fays  my  Mafter  Antony 

Bru.  Thy  Mafter  is  a  Wife  Valiant  Roman, 
I  never  thought  him  worfe : 
Tell  him,  fo  pleafe  him  come  unto  this  place. 

E  He 
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He  ihall  be  fatisfied  :  and  by  my  Honour 
Depart  untouch'd : 

Ser.  Tie  fetch  him  prelently.  Exit  Servant* 

Bru.  I  know  that  we  mall  have  him  well  to  Friend. 

Cajft.  1  wiih  we  may  :  But  yet  have  I  a  mind 
That  fears  him  much  :  and  my  mifgiving  (till 
Falls  ihrewdly  to  the  purpole. 


Enter  Antony. 

Bru.  But  here  comes  Antony* 
Welcome  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  O  mighty  Cafar  !  Doft  thou  lye  fo  low  ? 
Are  all  Conquefts,  Glories,  Triumphs,  Spoils, 
Shrunk  to  this  little  Meaftire  ?  Fare  thee  well. 
I  know  not  Gentlemen  what  you  intend, 
Who  elfe  muft  be  let  blood,  who  elfe  is  rank : 
If  I  my  feif,  there  is  no  hour  lb  lit, 
As  Cdfarh  death  hour  ;  nor  no  Inftrument 
Of  half  that  worth,  as  thole  your  Swords  }  made  rich 
With  the  moft  noble  blood  of  all  this  World. 
I  do  befeech  yee,  if  you  bear  me  hard, 
Now,  whil'ft  your  purpled  hand  do  reek  and  fmoak, 
Fulfil  your  pleafure.    Live  a  Thoufand  years, 
I  ihall  not  find  my  ft  If  fo  apt  to  dye. 
No  place  will  pleafe  me  fo,  no  mean  of  death, 
As  here  by  Ctfar,  and  by  you  cut  off, 
The  Choice  and  Matter  Spirits  of  this  Age. 

Bru.  O  Antony  !  Beg  not  your  death  of  us  : 
Though  now  we  muft  appear  bloody  and  cruel, 
As  by  our  Hands,  and  this  our  prefent  ail 
You  fee  we  do  :  Yet  lee  you  but  our  hands, 
And  this,  the  bleeding  Bufinels  they  have  done, 
Our  hearts  you  lee  not,  they  are  pittiful. 
And  pitty  to  the  general  wrong  to  Reman, 
As  fire  drives  out  fire,  lb  pitty,  pitty 
Hath  done  this  deed  on  Cafar  :  for  your  part, 
To  you,  our  Swords  hath  leaden  points  Mark  Antony  : 
Our  Arms  in  ftrength  of  malice,  and  our  hearts 
Of  brothers  temper,  do  receive  you  in, 
With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts  and  reverence. 

Cajfi.  Your  voice  ihall  be  as  ftrong  as  any  mans, 
In  the  dilpofmg  of  new  Dignities. 

Bru.  Only  be  patient,  till  we  have  appeas'd 
The  Multitude,  befide  themfelves  with  fear, 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  caufe> 

Why 
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Why  I,  that  did  love  Gtfar  when  I  ftrook  htm, 
Have  thus  proceeded. 

Ant.  I  doubt  not  of  your  Wifciom. 
Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand, 
Firft  Marcus  Brutus  will  I  fhake  with  you  \ 
Next  Cains  Coffins  do  I  take  your  hand ; 
Now  Decius  Brutus  yours  ?  now  yours  Mcullus  9 
Yours  Cinna  \  and  my  valiant  Caska,  yours  *, 
Though  iaft,  not  leaft  in  love,  yours  good  Trcbomtts, 
Gentlemen  all :  Alas,  what  mall  1  fay  ? 
My  credit  now  {lands  on  fiich  flippery  ground, 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  muft  conceit  me, 
Either  a  Coward  or  a  Flatterer. 
That  I  did  love  thee  Ge/ir,  O  'tis  true  : 
If  then  thy  Spirit  look  upon  us  now, 
Shall  it  not  grieve  thee  dearer  then  thy  death. 
To  fee  thy  Antony  making  his  peace, 
Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thy  Foes  ? 
Moft  Noble,  in  the  prefence  of  thy  Courfe, 
Had  I  as  many  eyes,  as  thou  haft  wounds, 
Weeping  as  faft  as  they  ftream  forth  thy  blood, 
It  would  become  me  better,  then  to  dole 
In  terms  of  Friendfhip  with  thine  enemies. 
Pardon  me  Julius ,  here  waft  thou  bay'd  brave  Hart 
Here  did'ft  thou  fall,  and  here  thy  Hunters  ftand 
Sign'd  in  thy  Spoil,  Crimlbn'd  in  thy  Lethee. 
O  World  !  thou  waft  the  Forreft  to  this  Hart, 
And  this  indeed,  O  World !  the  Hart  of  thee. 
How  like  a  Deer,  ftroken  by  many  Princes, 
Doft  thou  here  lye  ? 

Caffi.  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  Pardon  me  Cains  Caffius : 
The  Enemies  of  Cstfar  fhall  fay  this  : 
Then,  in  a  Friend,  it  is  cold  Modefty  : 

Cajfi.  I  blame  you  not  for  praifmg  Cefar  fb, 
But  what  compact  mean  you  to  have  with  us  ? 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  Friends, 
Or  mall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you  ? 

Ant.  Therefore  I  took  your  hands,  but  was  indeed 
Swayvd  from  the  point,  by  looking  down  on  Cafar. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all, 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  fhall  give  me  Reafons, 
Why  and  wherein,  Ctfar  was  dangerous. 

Bra.  Or  elfe  were  this  a  favage  Speftacle, 
Our  Reafons  are  fb  full  of  good  regard, 
That  were  you  Antony^  the  Son  o(  Ctfar, 
You  fhall  be  fatisfied,  E  *  J**- 
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-Ant.  That's  all  I  feek, 
And  am  moreover  Tutor,  that  I  may 
Produce  his  body  to  the  Market-place, 

And  in  the  Pulpit  as  becomes  a  Friend, 
Speak  in  the  Order  of  his  Funeral. 

Eru.  You  mail  Mark  Antony. 

Cajfi.  Brutus,  a  wird  with  you: 
You  know  not  what  you  do,  Do  n<j>t  con  lent 
That  Antony  fpeak  in  his  Funeral : 
Know  you  how  much  the  people~may  be  mov'd 
By  that  which  he  will  utter  ? 

Brur  By  your  pardon  : 
I  will  my  felf  into  the  Pulpit  firft, 
And  fhew  the  reafon  of  our  Cdfar's  death. 
What  Antony  mall  fpeak,  1  will  proteft 
He  fpeaks  by  leave,  and  by  permiiHon  : 
And  that  we  are  contented  C&far  {hall 
Have  all  true  Rites,  and  lawful  Ceremonies, 
It  mail  advantage  more,  then  do  us  wrong. 

Cajfi.  I  know  not  what  may  fall,  I  like  it  not. 

Bru*  Mark  Antony,  here  take  you  C&far's  body  y 
You  mail  not  in  your  Funeral  fpeech  blame  us, 
But  ipeak  all  good  you  can  devife  of  Ge/kr, 
And  lay  you  doVby  our  permiffion  \ 
EMe  mall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  Funeral,  And  you  fhall  fpeak 
In  the  fame  Pulpit  where  to  I  am  going, , 
After  my  Ipeech  is  ended^ 

Ant.  Be-itfoj 
I  do  deftre  no  more. 

Bru.  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  us.  Exeunt - 

Manet  Antony 

O  pardon  me  thou  bleeding  piece  of  Earth  : 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  thefe  Butchers.  • 
Thou  art  the  Ruins  of  the  NobJeft  man 
That  ever  lived  in  the  Tide  of  Times. 
Woe  to  the  hand  that  fhed  this  coftly  Blood. 
Over  thy  wounds,  now  do  I  prophefifr. 
(Which  like  dumb  mouths  do  ope  their  Ruby  lips, 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  Tongue) 
A  Curfe  mail  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men  *, 
Domeftick  Fury,  and  fierce  Civil  ftrife, 
Shall  cumbe-  all  the  parts  of  Italy  : 
Blood  and  de     i&ion  fhall  fee  Co  in  ufe, 
And  dreadful  Ohjetts  lb  familiar, 
f.That  Mothers  mail  but  fmile;  when  they  behold 

Their 
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Their  Infants  quartered  with  the  Hands  of  War : 
All  pitty  choak'dAvith  Cuftom  of  foul  deeds, 
And  C&far's  Spirit  ranging  for  Revenge, 
With  Ate  bv  his  fide,  come  hot  from  Hell, 

Shall  in  thefe  Confines  with  a  Monarchs  Voice, 
Cry  havoek,  and  let  flip  the  Dogs  of  War, 
That  this  foul  deed,  mail  fmell  above  the  Earl*. 
With  Carrion  men,  groaning  for  Burial. 

Enter  Ottavius'j  Servant 

You  ferve  Oftavius  Cafar,  do  you  not  ? 
Ser.  I  do  Mark  Antony. 

Ant  Cxfar,  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Rome, 
Ser.  He  did  receive  his  Letters,  and  is  coming,  • 

And  bid  me  fay  to  you  by  word  of  mouth 

O  Ctfar ! 

Ant.  Thy  heart  is  big  :  get  thee  a-part  and  weep  : 
PaiTion  1  fee  is  catching  from  mine  Eyes, 
Seeing  thofe  Beads  of  forrow  ftand  in  thine, 
Begin  to  water.    Is  thy  Mafter  coming  ? 

Ser.  He  lies  to  night  within  feven  Leagues  of  Rome  I 

Ant.  Poft  back  with  fpeed, 
Ar.d  tell  him  what  hath  chanc'd : 
Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome. 
No  Rome  of  fafety  for  Otlavius  yet, 
Hye  hence,  and  tell  him  fb.    Yet  ftay  a  while, 
Thou  malt  not  back,  till  I  have  born  this  courfe 
Into  the  Market-place :  There  fhall  I  try 
In  my  Oration,  how  the  People  take 
The  cruel  IfTue  of  thefe  bloody  men  ; 
According  to  the  which  thou  malt  difcourfe 
To  young  OclaviH*,  of  the  ftate  of  things. 
Lend  me  your  hand*  ExeuntX- 

Enter  Brutus  and  goes  into  the  ?ulpit3  and  Caffius 
with  the  Plebians. 

Pie.  We  will  be  fatisSed  :  let  us  be  fatisfled. 

Bru.  Then  follow  me,  and  give  me  Audience  Friends. 
Cafftus  go  you  into  the  other  ftreet, 
And  the  Numbers : 

Thofe  that  will  hear  me  (peak,  let  them  ftay  here  \ 
Thofe  that  will  follow  Cafftus y  go  with  him, 
And  publick  Reafons  fhall  be  rendred 
Of  C*/*r's  death. 


i.  Fie. 
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1.  Pel.  I  will  hear  Brutus  ipeak, 

2.  ^Fwill  hear  Ca(fius%  and  compare  their  Realbns, 
When  feve  rally  we  hear  them  rendred. 

3.  The  Noble  Brutus  is  afcended  :  Silence. 
Bru.  Be  patient  till  the  laft. 

fynumS)  Country-men,  and  Lovers,  hear  me  for  my  caufe,  and 
be  filent  that  you  may  here,  Believe  me  for  mine  Honour,  and  have 
reipeft  to  mine  Honour,  that  you  may  Believe,  Cenfire  me  in 
your  Wilclom,  and  awake  your  Senfes,  that  you  may  the  better 
Judge :  If  there  be  any  in  this  Ailembly,  any  dear  Friend  of  C*far\ 
to  him  I  fay,  that  Brutus  love  to  Ge/kr,  was  110  left  then  his.  If 
then  that  Friend  demand,  why  Brtuus  rofe  againft  this  is  my 

Anfwer  :  Not  that  I  lov'd  Cafar  left,  but  that  1  lov'd  Rome  more. 
Had  you  rather  Carter  were  living,  and  dye  all  Slaves  *,  then  that 
Ctfar  were  dead,  to  live  all  Free-men  ?  As  Cafar  lov'd  me,  I  weep 
for  him  *,  as  he  was  Fortunate,  I  rejoyce  at  it }  as  he  was  Valiant,  I 
honour  him  \  But  as  he  was  Ambitious,  1  flew  him.  There  is 
Tears,  for  his  love:  Joy,  for  his  Fortune  :  Honour,  for  his  Valour: 
And  Death  for  his  Ambition.  Who  is  here  fo  bale,  that  would  be 
a  Bondman?  If  any,  Ipeak,  for  him  have  I  offended.  Who  is  here 
ib  rude,  that  would  not  be  a  Roman  ?  If  any,  lpeak,  for  him  have  I 
offended.  Who  is  here  lb  vile,  that  will  not  love  his  Country  ?  If 
any,  lpeak,  for  him  have  I  offended.  I  pauie  for  a  Reply. 
All.  None  Brutusy  none. 

Bru.  Then  none  have  I  offended.  I  have  done  no  more  to 
Ctfar,  then  you  ihall  do  to  Brutus.  The  Queftion  of  his  death, 
is  inroll'd  in  the  Capitol  \  his  Glory  not  extenuated,  wherein  he 
was  worthy  j  nor  his  offences  enforc'd,  tor  which  he  fuffered  death. 

Enter  Mark  Antony,  with  Cefar'j  body. 

Here  comes  his  Body,  mourn'd  by  Mirk  Antony  >  who  though  he  had 
no  hand  in  his  death,  lhall  receive  the  benefit  of  his  dying,  a  Place 
in  the  Common-wealth,  as  which  of  you  mall  not  ?  With  this  I 
depart,  that  as  I  flew  my  beft  Lover  for  the  good  of  Rome,  1  have 
the  fame  Dagger  for  my  felf,  when  it  mall  pleale  my  Country  to 
need  my  death. 

All.  Live  Brutus,  live,  live. 

x .  Bring  him  with  Triumph  home  unto  his  houfo 

2.  Give  him  a  Statue  with  his  Anceftors. 

3.  Let  him  be  C&far. 

4.  C<cfar 's  better  parts 
Shall  be  Crown'd  in  Brutus, 

1*  We'll  bring  him  to  his  Houie, 
.With  Shouts  and  Clamours. 
Bru.  My  Country-men. 
z.  Peace,  Silence,  Brutus  (peaks. 

1.  Peace  ho.  Bru*  Gooi 
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Bru.  Good  Countrymen,  Jet  me  depart  alone, 
.  And  (for  my  lake)  ftay  here  with  Antony : 
'  Do  grace  to  Cdfar's  Corps,  and  grace  his  Speech 
Tending  to  Csfar's  Glories,  which  Mark  Antony 
(By  our  permiJlion)  is  allow'd  to  make, 
I  do  intreat  you,  not  a  Man  depart, 
Save  I  alone  till  Antony  have  Ipoke. 

i .  Stay  ho,  and  let  us  hear  Mark  Antony. 

3.  Let  him  go  up  into  the  publick  Chair, 
We'll  hear  him  :  Noble  Antony  go  up. 

Ant.  For  Brutm  fake,  I  am  beholding  to  you. 

4.  What  does  he  lay  of  Brutm  > 

3.  He  fays  for  Brutus  fake 

He  finds  himfelf  beholding  to  us  all 

4.  'Twere  belt  he  fpake  no  harm  of  Brutm  here  ? 

1 .  This  Cxfar  was  a  Tyrant. 
3.  Kay  that's  certain  : 

We  are  bleft  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

2.  Peace,  let  us  hear  what  Antony  can  lay. 
A>it.  You  gentle  Romans. 

AIL  Peace  ho,  let  us  hear  him. 

Ant.  Friends,  Romans,  Countrymen,  lend  me  your  Ears, 
I  come  to  bury  Ctfar,  not  to  praile  him  : 
The  evil  that  men  do,  lives  after  them, 
The  good  is  oft  entered  with  their  bones, 
So  let  it  be  with  Cafar.    The  Noble  Brutm, 
Hath  told  you  Ctfar  was  Ambitious  : 
If  it  were  lb  it  was  a  grievous  Fault. 
And  grievoufly  hath  Cafar  anlwer'd  it. 
Here  under  leave  of  Brutm,  and  the  reft 
(For  Brutus  is  an  Honourable  man, 
So  are  they  all ;  all  Honourable  men) 
Come  I  fpeak  in  C<tfar\  Funeral. 
He  was  my  Friend,  faithful  and  juft  to  me  } 
But  Brutus  lays,  he  was  Ambitious, 
And  Brutus  is  an  Honourable  man. 
He  hath  brought  many  Captives  home  to  Rome, 
Whofe  Randfoms  did  the  general  Coffers  fill : 
Did  this  in  Ctfar  feem  Ambitious  ? 
When  that  the  Poor  have  cry'd,  Cafar  hath  wept : 
Ambition  Ihould  be  made  of  fterner  fluff, 
Yet  Brutus  lays  he  was  Ambitious : 
And  Brutus  is  an  Honourable  man. 
You  all  did  lee,  that  on  the  Lufercall, 
]  thrice  pre  tented  him  a  Kingly  Crown. 
Which  he  did  thrice  rerufe.   Was  this  Ambition  ? 
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Yet  Brutus  fays  he  was  Ambitious. 

And  fare  he  is  an  Honourable  man. 

1  {peak  not  to  di (prove  what  Brutus  (poke, 

But  here  I  am  to  fpeak  what  1  do  know  \ 

You  all  did  love  him  once,  not  withour  caufe, 

What  cauie  with-holds  you  then,  to  mourn  for  him  ? 

O  Judgment !  thou  are  Med  to  brutilh  Bcafts, 

And  Men  have  loft  their  Ilea  (on.    Bear  with  me 

My  heart  is  in  the  Coffin  there  with  Ce/*ir, 

And  I  mu ft  paule,  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

1.  Methinks  their  is  much  reafon  in  his  Sayings. 

2.  K  thou  confider  rightly  of  tlie  matter, 
Cafur  has  had  great  wrong. 

3.  Has  he  Matters  ?  I  fear  there  will  a  worfe  come  in  his  place. 

4.  MarkVt  yea  his  words  ?  he  would  not  take  the  Crown, 
There  fore 'tis  certain,  he  was  not  Ambitious. 

1.  If  it  be  found  fo,  fome  will  bear  ahide  it. 

2.  Poor  foul,  his  Eyes    e  ed  as  fire  wirh  weeping. 

3.  There's  not  a  Nobler        in  Rome  than  Antony. 

4.  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to  fpeak. 
Ant.  But  yefterday,  the  word  ol  C&far  might 

Have  ftood  againft  the  World  :  Now  lies  he  there 
And  none  fo  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  Mafters  !  if  I  were  dilpoled  to  ftir 

Your  hearts  and  minds  to  Mutiny  and  Rage, 

1  Jhould  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Citjfius  wrong  : 
Who  (you  all  know)  are  Honourable  men. 

T  will  not  do  them  wrong  :  I  rather  choofe 

To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  my  lelf  and  you> 

Then  I  will  wrong  luch  Honourable  men. 

But  here's  a  Parchment,  with  the  Seal  of  Cdfar, 

I  found  it  in  his  Clofet,  'tis  his  Will : 

Let  but  the  Commons  here  his  Teftament : 

(Which  pardon  me)  I  do  not  mean  to  read, 

And  they  would  go  and  kils  dead  Cc/Ijr's  wounds. 

And  dip  their  Napkins  in  his  Sacred  Blood , 

Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  Memory. 

And  dying,  mention  it  within  their  Wills, 

Bequeathing  it  as  a  rich  Legacy 

Unto  their  lifue.  , 
4.  We'll  hear  the  Will,  read  it  Marl  Artrony. ' 
All  The  Will,  the  Will  \  we  will  hear  Ctjar's  Will 
Ant .  Have  patience  gentle  Friends,  1  muft  not  read  it. 

It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Cxfar  lov'd  you : 

You  are  not  Wood,  you  are  not  Stones,  but  Men :  . 

And  being  Men,  hearing  the  Will  ofCafar 
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It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad ; 
'Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  Heirs,' 
For  If  you  fhould,  O  what  will  come  of  it  ? 

4.  Read  the  Will,  we'll  hear  it  Antony  \ 
You  fliall  read  us  the  Will,  Cafar's  Will. 

Ant.  Will  you  be  patient  ?  Will  you  ftay  a  while  \ 
I  have  o're  lhot  my  felf  to  tell  you  of  it, 
I  fear  I  wrong  the  Honourable  men, 
Whole  Daggers  have  ftab'd  Cdfar  :  I  do  fear  it. 

4.  They  were  Traitors  :  Honourable  men? 

All.  The  Will,  the  Teftament. 

2.  They  were  Villains,  and  Murderers :  the  Will,  read  the  Wii 

Ant .  You  will  compel  me  then  to  read  the  Will : 
Then  make  a  Ring  about  the  Corps  of  Cdfar. 
And  let  me  fhew  you  him  that  made  the  Will : 
Shall  I  defcend  ?  And  will  you  give  me  leave  ? 

AIL  Come  down. 

2.  Defcend. 

3-  You  fhall  have  leave. 
4.  A  Ring,  {land  Round. 

1 .  Stand  from  the  Hearfe,  ftand  from  the  Body. 

2.  Room  for  Antony ,  moft  Noble  Antony. 
Ant.  Kay  not  fb  upon  me,  ftand  far  off. 
Ail  Stand  back,  room,  bear  back. 

Ant .  If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  fhed  them  now. 
You  all  do  know  this  Mantle  j  I  remember 
The  firft  time  ever  Cdfar  put  it  on, 
5Twas  on  a  Summers  Evening  in  his  Tent, 
That  Day  he  overcame  the  Nervii. 
Look,  in  the  place  ran  Caffim  Daggar  through  : 
See  what  a  rent  the  envious  Caska  made  : 
Through  this,  the  well  beloved  Brutm  ftab'd, 
And  as  he  pluck'd  his  curled  Steel  away  : 
Mark  how  the  blood  of  Cdfar  followed  it, 
As  rufhing  out  of  dcors,  to  be  refolv'd 
ItBrutusy  fb  unkindly  knock'd  or  no  : 
For  Brutus,  as  you  know,  was  C&far\  Angel. 
Judge,  O  ye  Gods,  how  dearly  Cdfar  lov'd  him, 
This  was  the  moft  unkind  cut  of  all. 
For  when  the  Noble  Cdfar  faw  him  ftab, 
Ingratitude,  more  ftrong  than  Traitors  arms, 
Quite  vanquifh'd  him  then  burft  his  mighty  heart, 
A i]d  in  his  Mantle,  Mulling  up  his  face, 
Even  at  the  Bale  of  Pompey's  Statue 
(Which  all  the  while  ran  Blood)  great  Cdfar  tell.  . 
O  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  Country-men  ?  _  - 
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Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  down, 
Whil'ft  bloody  Treafon  flourilh'd  over  us, 

0  now  you  weep,  and  I  perceive  you  eel 
The  dint  of  pitty  :  The fe. are  gracious  drops. 
Kind  Souls,  what  weep  you,  when  you  but  behold 
Our  Cc/ir's  Vefture  wounded  ?  Look  you  here, 
Here  is  Himfelf,  mar'd  as  you  fee  with  Traitors. 

i  O  pittyous  Ipeftacle  ! 

3-  O  woful  day  !  yfeflwwfflfi  (I nljk f  ML  •'.  T  V 
4.  O  Traitors,  Villains  ! 

1 .  O  moft  bloody  fight  / 

2.  We  will  be  reveng'd  :  Revenge 
About,  feek,  burn,  ftre,  kill,  fla^ 
Let  not  a  Traitor  live. 

Ant.  Stay  Country-men. 

1 .  Peace  there,  hear  Noble  Anton). 

2.  We'll  hear  him,  we'll  follow  him,  we'll  die  with  him. 
Ant.  Good  Friends,  Iweet  Friends,  let  me  not  ftir  you  up. 

To  fuch  a  Hidden  Flood  of  Mutiny 

They  that  have  done  this  Deed,  are  Honourable. 

What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas,  I  know  not. 

That  made  them  do  it :  They  are  Wife,  and  Honourable, 

And  will  no  doubt  with  Reafcns  anlwer  you. 

1  come  not  (Friends)  to  fteal  away  your  hearts, 
I  am  no  Orator,  as  Brutu*  is  \ 

But  (as  you  know  me  all)  a  plane  blunt  man  : 

That  love  my  Friend,,  and  that  they  know  full  well 

That  gave  me  publick  leave  to  Ipeak  of  him  : 

Fori  have  neither  writ,  nor  words,  nor  worth. 

A&ion,  nor  Utterance,  nor  the  power  of  lpeech, 

To  ftir  mens  Bloods,  I  only  Ipeak  right  on  : 

I  tell  you  that  which  you  your  lelves  do  know, 

Shew  you  ftveet  C&far  wounds  }  poor,  poor,  dumb  mouths, 

And  bid  them  Ipeak  for  me  :  But  were  I  Brutm, 

And  Brutus  Antony,  there  were fan  Antony 

Would  rume  your  Spirits,  and  put  a  Tongue 

In  every  wound  of  G*j5*r9  that  fhould  move 

The  ftones  of  Rome,  to  rife  and  Mutiny. 

All.  We'll  Mutiny. 
•  1.  We'll  burn  the  hqufe  o£  B*vtus.         •<  ^&-|llH^^I 

3.  Away  then  come,  leek  the  Confpirators, 

Ant.  Yet  hear  me  Country-men  yet  hear  me  Ipeak. 
All.  Peace  ho,  hear  Antony,  moft  noble  Antony. 
Ant.  Why  Frienus,  you  go  to  do  you  know  not  what} 
Wherein  hath  C&far  thus  defeiVd  your  loves  ? 
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Alas  you  know  not,  I  muft  tell  you  then : 
You  have  forgot  the  Will  I  told  you  of 

All.  Moft  true,  the  Will,  let's  ftay  and  here  the  Will. 

Ant.  Here  is  the  Will,  and  under  Cf/^rVSeal. 
To  every  Roman  Citizen  he  gives, 
To  every  leveral  man,  feventy  five  Drachmae*. 

2.  Pie.  Moft  Noble  Gifar,  we'll  revenge  his  death, 

3.  Pie.  O  Royal  Cdfar. 

Ant,  Hear  me  with  Patience. 
AIL  Peace  ho. 

Ant.  Moreover  he  has  left  you  all  his  Walks, 
His  private  Arbors,  and  new-planted  Orchards, 
On  this  fide  Tiber,  he  hath  left  them  you, 
And  to  your  Heirs  for  ever  :  common  Pleafures 
To  walk  abroad  and  Recreate  your  felves. 
Here  was  a  Cafar :  when  comes  fuch  another  ? 

1 .  Pie .  Never,  4oever,  come,  away,  away  ; 
We'll  burn  this  Bodf  in  the  Holy  Place, 
And  with  the  Brands  fire  the  Traytors  houfes. 
Take  up  the  Body. 

a.  Go  fetch  fire. 

3.  Pluck  down  Benches. 

4.  Pluck  down  Forms,  Windows  any  thing.  Exeunt. 
Ant.  Now  let  it  work  :  Milch  ief  thou  art  a-fbot, 

Take  thou  whatcourfe  thou  wilt.  ' 

How  now  Fellow  ?      :       «p*^  *  *xp%A 

O^rOiAi         ¥  *  tnter  Servant. 

Ser.'  Sir,  OEbavius  is  already  come  to  Rome, 
Ant.  Where  is  he  ? 

Ser.  He  and  Lepldus  are  at  Gear's  houfe. 

Ant.  And  thither  will  I  ftraight  to  vifit  him. 
He  comes  upon  a  wifh,  Fortune  is  merry, 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Ser.  I  heard  him  fay,  Brutus  and  Caffius 
Are  rid  like  Madmen  through  the  Gates  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Belike  they  had  fbme  notice  of  the  People, 
How  I  had  moved  them,  Bring  me  to  Ottavius.  Exeunt 

Enter  Cinna  the  Poet,  and  after  him  the  Plebians. 

Clnna.  I  dreamt  to  night,  that  I  did  feaft  with  Gtfar* 
And  things  unluckily  charge  my  Fantafie  : 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  to  day, 
Yet  fbmething  leads  me  forth. 

F  2 
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1.  What  5s  your  name  ? 

2.  Whether  are  you  going  ? 

3.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

4.  Are  you  a  Married  Man,  or  a  Batchellor  ? 

2.  Anfvver  every  man  directly. 

1.  I,  and  briefly. 
4.  I,  and  wifely. 

3.  I,  and  truly,  you  were  beft. 

Cm,  What  is  my  Name  ?  Whither  am  I  going  ?  Where  do  I  dwell  ? 
Am  I  a  married  man  or  a  Batchellor  ?  Then  to  anfwer  every  Man  di- 
re&ly  and  briefly,  wifely  and  truly  :  wifely  I  fay  i  am  a  Batchellor, 

2.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  they  are.  Fools  that  marry  :  you'll 
bear  me  a  Bang  for^  that  1  fear  :  proceed  directly. 

Cinna.  Directly  I  am  going  to  C&far's  Funeral. 

1.  As  a  Friend,  or  an  Enemy  ? 
'Cinna.  As  a  Friend. 

2.  That  matter  is  anfwered  directly. 

4.  For  your  dwelling  ,  briefly. 
Cinna.  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  Capitol. 

3.  Your  Name  Sir,  truly. 
Cinna.  Truly,  my  Name  is  Cinna. 

1.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  Conlpirator* 

Cin*  I  am  Cinna  the  Poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  Poet. 

1.  Tear  him  for  his  bad  Verles,  tear  him  for  his  bad  Verles^ 

Cin.  I  am  not:  Cinna  the  Confpirator. 

4.  It  is  no  matter,  his  Name's  Cinna7  pluck  but  his  Name  out  of 
his  Heart,  and  turn  him  going. 

3.  Tear  him,  tear  him  ;  Come,.  Brands  ho,  Firebrands  0  to  Bru~ 
tus<,  to  Cajfius,  burn  all.  Some  to  Decius's  Houfe,  and  fbme  to 
Caska\  fbme  to  Ligarius*    Away  go.  Exeunt  all  the  Plebians. 
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Enter  Antony,  OcT:aviu5_,  ^Lepidus. 

Ant.  Thefe  Men  then  fhall  dye,  their  Names  are  prick'd. 

Oft  a.  Your  Brother  too  muft  dye  \  -content  you  Lepidus 

Ley.  I  do  confent. 

Obi  a.  Prick  him  down  Antony* 
Let.  Upon  Condition  Tublius  mall  notjive, 
Who  is  your  Sifter's  Son,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  He 


'Ant.  He  fhall  not  live ;  look,  with  a  Spot  I  damn  him, 
But  Lefidus,  go  you  to  Ctfar's  houfe  : 
Fetch  the  Will  hither,  and  we  fhall  determine 
How  to  cut  ofFibme  Charge  in  Legacies. 

Lep.  What  ?  fhall  1  find  you  here  ? 

OB  a.  Or  here,  or  at  the  Capitol.  Lepid 
Ant .  This  is  a  flight  unmeritable  man,  r 
Meet  to  be  fent  oh  Errands :  it  is  fit 
The  three-fold  World  divided,  he  fhould  fend 
One  of  the  three  to  fhare  it  ? 

Otta.  So  you  though  him, 
And  took  his  Voice  who  fhould  be  prick'dto  dye 
In  our  black  Sentence  and  Profcription. 

Ant.  Oftavius,  I  have  feen  more  days  than  you ;  ^ 
And  though  we  lay  thefe  Honours  on  this  Man, 
To  eafe  our  felves  of  divers  lland'rous  Loads, 
He  fhall  but  bear  them,  as  the  Afs  bears  Gold, 
To  groan  and  flveat  under  the  Bufinefs, 
Either  lead  or  driven,  as  we  point  the  way  : 
And  having  brought  our  Treafure,  where  we  wu% 
Then  take  we  down  his  Load,  and  turn  him  off 
(Like  to  the  empty  A  Is)  to  fhake  his  Ears, 
And  graze  in  Common. 

Oft  a.  You  may  do  your  Will : 
But  he's  a  tryed,  and  valiant  Souldier. 

Ant.  So  is  my  Horfe  OBaviHsr  and  for  that 
I  do  appoint  him  ftore  of  Provender.  - 
It  is  a  Creature  that  I  teach  to  fight, 
To  wind,  to  flop  run  dkettly  on : 
His  corporal  motion,  govern'd  by  my  Spirit, 
And  in  fbme  taft,  is  Ltyidut  but  lb } 
He  muft  be  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth : 
A  barren  fpirited  Fellow,  one  that  feeds 
On  Objems,  Arts  and  Imitations. 
Which  out  of  ufe,  and  ftaPd  by  other  Men, 
Begin  his  Fafhion.    Do  not  take  of  him, 
But  as  a  Property  :  and  now  Ottavius, 
Liften  great  things.    Brutus  and  Cajfim 
Are  levying  Powers  :  We  muft  ftraight  make  head  ; 
Therefore  let  our  Alliance  be  combin'd, 
Our  beft  Friends  made,  our  means  ftretch'd, 
And  let  us  prefentiy  go  fit  in  Council, 
How  covert  matters  may  be  beft  difclos'd^ 
And  open  Perils  fureft  anfwer'd. 

Otta.  Let  us  do  fb  :  for  we  are  at  the  Stake, 
And  bayed  about  with  many  Enemies, 

And 
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And  fome  that  fmile  have  in  their  Hearts  I  fear 

Millions  ofmifchiefs.  £ 

Drum.  Enter  Brutus,  Lucillius,  and  the  Army.  Titiaius 
and  Pindarus  fntets  them, 

Bh-ul  Stand  ho. 

Lucil.  Give  the  Word  ho,  and  ftand. 

Bru.  What  now  LucUUhs,  is  Caffipu  near  ? 

Lucil.  He  is  at  hand,  and  Thraftrrts  is  come 
To  do  you  Salutation  from  his  Minfter. 

Bru.  He  greets  me  well.    Your  Mafter  Pindarus 
In  his  own  Charge,  or  by  ill  Officers, 
Hath  given  me  fome  worthy  caufe  to  wifh, 
Things  done,  undone  :  But  if  he  be  at  hand 
I  fhall  be  fatis'ied. 

Pin.  I  do  not  doubt 
But  that  my  Noble  Mafter  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  Regard  and  Honour. 

Bru.  He  is  not  doubted.    A  word  Lucilihts, 
How  he  received  you :  let  me  be  refolv'd. 

Lucil.  With  Courtefie,  and  with  Relpe£r,  enough. 
But  not  with  fuch  familiar  Inftances, 
Nor  with  fiich  free  and  friendly  Conference 
As  he  hath  us'd  of  old. 

Bru.  Thou  haft  delcrib'd 
A  hot  Friend,  cooling  :  Ever  note  LuciHimy 
When  Love  begins  to  ficken  and  decay, 
It  ufeth  an  enforced  Ceremony. 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  fimple  Faith : 
But  hollow  men,  like  Horfes  hot  at  hand, 
Make  gallant  fhew,  and  promiie  of  their  Mettle  : 

Low  March  within, 
But  when  they  mould  endure  the  bloody  Spur, 
They  fall  their  Crefts,  and  like  deceitful  Jades, 
Sink  in  the  Trial.  Come  his  Army  on  ? 

Lucil.  They  mean  this  Night  in  Sardis  to  be  quartered : 
The  great  part,  the  Horfe  in  general 
Are  cofire  with  Coffins. 

Enter  Caflius  and  his  Powers. 

Bru.  Hark,  he  is  arriv'd  -7 
March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

Ca'ffit  Stand  ho. 

Brm  Stand  ho,  fpeak  the  Word  along," 
Stand. 
Stand. 
Stand. 
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Caffi.  Moft  Noble  Brother  you  have  done  me  wrong. 

Bru.  Judge  me  you  Gods  *,  wrong  I  mine  Enemies  ? 
And  if  not  io,  how  fhould  I  wrong  a  Brother  ? 

Caffi.  Brutus,  this  fbber  Form  of  yours  hides  Wrongs. 
And  when  vou  do  them  

Bru.  Coffins,  be  content : 
Speak  your  griefs  fbftly,  I  do  know  you  well. 
Before  the  eyes  of  both  our  Armies  here, 
(Which  fhould  perceive  nothing  but  Love  from  us) 
Let  us  not  wrangle.    Bid  them  move  away  : 
Then  in  my  Tent  Coffius  enlarge  your  Griefs*  X. 
And  I  will  give  you  Audience. 

Caffi.  Vindarus, 
Bid  our  Commanders  lead  their  Charges  off 
A  little  from  this  Ground. 

Bru.  LucilUu-Sj  do  you  the  like,  and  let  no  Man 
Come  to  our  Tent,  till  we  have  done  our  Conference. 
Let  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  our  door. 

Manet  Brutus  and  Caflius. 

Caffi.  That  vou  have  wrong'd  me,  doth  appear  in  this: 
You  have  condemned,  and  noted  Lucius  Telia 
For  taking  Bribes  here  of  the  Sardians ; 
Wherein  my  Letters,  praying  on  his  fide, 
Becaufe  I  knew  the  Man  was  flighted  off. 

Bru.  You  wrong'd  your  felf  to  write  in  fuch  a  Cafe. 

Caffi.  In  luch  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice  OrTence  ftiould  bear  his  Comment. 

Bru.  Let  me  tell  you  Caffius,  you  your  felf 
Are  much  condemn'd  to  have  an  itching  Palm, 
To  fell,  and  mart  your  Offices  for  Gold, 
To  Undefervers. 

Caffi.  I  an  itching  Palm  ? 
You  know  that  you  are  Brutus  that  fpeaks  this, 
Or  by  the  Gods,  this  Speech  were  elfe  your  laft. 

Bru.  The  Name  of  Coffins  honours  this  Corruption, 
And  Chaftifement  doth  therefore  hide  his  Head. 

Caffi.  Chaftifement  ? 

Bru.  Remember  March,  the  Ides  of  March  remember : 
Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  Juftice  fake  ? 
What  Villain  touch'd  his  Body,  that  didftab, 
And  not  for  Juftice  ?  What  ?  Shall  one  of  Us, 
That  ftruck  the  fore- moft  man  of  all  this  World, 
But  for  fupporting  Robbers  \  ihall  we  now5 
Contaminate  our  Fingers  with  bafe  Bribes  ? 
And  fell  the  mighty  fpace  of  our  large  Honours,  ^ 
For  fo  much  Trafh  as  may  be  grafped  thus  ? 
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I  had  rather  be  a  Dog,  and  bay  the  Moon, 
Than  fuch  a  Roman. 

Caff.  Brutus  i  bait  not  me,  i 
I'll  not  endure  it :  you  forget  your  felf 
To  hedge  me  in.    I  am  a  Souldier,  I7 
Older  in  Practice,  abler  than  your  lelf 
To  make  Conditions.  • 

Bru.  Go  too,  you  are  not  Cajfw. 

Caff,  lam. 

Bru.  I  fay  you  are  not. 

Cajfi.  Urge  me  no  more,  I  mall  forget  my  felf ; 
Have  mind  upon  your  Health  :  Tempt  me  no  farther* 

Bru.  Away  flight  man. 

Cajfi.  Is't  poilible  j 

Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  fpeak. 
Muft  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rafh  Choler  ? 
Shall  1  be  frighted  when  a  Mad-man  flares  ? 

Cajfi.  O  ye  Gods,  ye  Gods,  Muft  I  endure  all  this  ? 

Bru.  All  this  ?  I  more  :  Fret  rill  your  proud  Heart  break. 
Go  fhew  your  Slaves  how  chole  rick  you  are, 
And  make  your  Bondmen  tremble,  muft  1  bow  ? 
Muft  I  obferve  you  ?  Muft  I  ftand  and  crouch 
Under  your  tefty  Humour  ?  By  the  Gods, 
You  mail  digeft  the  Venom  of  your  Spleen, 
Though  it  do  fplit  you.    For,  from  this  day  forth, 
I'll  ufe  you  for  my  Mirth,  ye  for  my  Laughter, 
When  you  are  Wafpiih. 

Caff.  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Bru.  You  fay,  you  are  a  better  Souldier  : 
Let  it  appear  fb  }  make  your  vaunting  true, 
And  it  mall  pleafe  me  well,  For  my  own  part, 
I  fhall  be  glad  to  learn  of  Noble-men, 

Caff.  You  wrong  me  eveiy  way : 
You  wrong  me  Brut m  : 
I  laid,  an  Elder  Souldier,  not  a  Better 
Did  I  fay  Better  ? 

Bru.  If  you  did,  I  care  not. 

Caff.  When  Otfim  liv'd,  he  durft  not  thus  have  mov'd  me. 
Bru.  Peace,  Peace,  you  durft  not  fo  have  tempted  him. 
Caff.  I  durft  not? 
Bru.  No. 

Caff.  What !  durft  not  tempt  him  ? 
Bru.  For  your  Life  you  durft  not. 
Cajfi.  Do  not  pre  fume  too  much  upon  my  Love, 
I  may  do  that  I  ihali  be  forry  for 

Bru,  You 
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Bru.  You  have  done  that  you  fhould  be  forry  for. 
There  is  no  Terror  Cajfius  m  your  Threats : 
For  I  am  arm'd  lb  ftrong  in  Honefly. 
That  they  pals  by  me,  as  the  idle  Wind, 
Which  1  reipeft  not,  I  did  fend  to  you 
For  certain  Sums  of  Gold,  which  you  deny'd  me. 
For  I  can  raile  no  Money  by  vile  means  : 
By  Heavens,  I  had  rather  Coin  my  Heart, 
And  drop  my  Blood  for  Drachmaes,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  hands  of  Pealants,  their  vile  Train 
By  any  Indirection.    I  did  lend 
To  you  far  Gold  to  pay  my  Legions, 
Which  you  denyM  me  :  was  that  done  like  Gtffius  t 
Should  i  have  anfwer'd  Cmus  Caffius  fb  ? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  lb  Covetous, 
To  lock  fiich  Raical  Counters  from  his  Friends, 
Be  ready  Gods,  with  all  your  Thunder-bolts, 
Daih  him  to  pieces. 

Caffi.  I  deny'd  you  not. 

Bru.  You  did. 

Caffi.  1  did  not,  He  was  but  a  Fool 
That  brought  my  Anlwer  back.    Brutus  hath  riv'd  my  heart. 
A  Friend  fhould  bear  his  Infirmities 
But  BrutM  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 

Bru.  I  do  not,  till  you  pra&ice  them  on  me. 

Caffi.  You  love  me  not. 

Bru.  I  do  not  like  your  Faults. 

Caffi.  A  Friendly  Eye  could  never  lee  fuch  Faults. 

Bru.  A  Flatterers  would  not,  though  they  do  appear 
As  hue;e  as  high  Olympus. 

Cjffi.  Come  Antony,  and  young  OEtavius  come, 
Revenge  your  ielves  alone  on  Coffin*, 
For  Caffius  is  a-weary  of  the  World : 
Hated  by  one  he  loves,  brav'd  by  his  Brother, 
Cheek'd  like  a  bond-man,  all  his  Faults  oblerv'd, 
Set  in  a  Note  Book,  learn'd,  and  con'd  by  roat 
To  caft  into  my  Teeth.  O  I  could  weep 
My  Spirits  from  my  Eyes.    There  is  my  Dagger, 
And  here  my  naked  Breft  \  Within,  a  Heart 
Dearer  than  Pluto's  Mine,  richer  than  Gold  , 
If  thai  thou  beeft  a  Roman,  take  it  forth. 
I  that  deny'd  thee  Gold,  will  give  my  Heart  *, 
Strike  as  thou  didft  at  Cafar  }  For  I  know, 
When  thou  didft  hate  him  worfe,  thou  loved'ft  him  better 
Than  ever  thou  loveft  Coffins. 
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Bru.  Sheath  your  Dagger : 
Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  ihali  have  Scope : 
Do  what  you  will,  Difhonour  fhall  be  Humour. 

O  Cajfms,  you  are  voaked  with  a  Lamb 
That  carries  Anger,  as  the  Flint  bears  Fire, 
Who  much  inforced,  Ihews  a  hafty  Spark, 
And  ftrait  is  cold  again. 

Cajfu  Hath  C^jte  liv'd 
To  be  but  Mirth  and  Laughter  to  his  Brutus, 
When  Grief  and  Blood  ill  temper'd  vexeth  him  ? 

Bnu  When  I  fpoke  that,  I  was  ill  temper'd  too  : 

Cajfi.  Do  you  co;  :fefs  fb  much  ?  give  me  your  Hand. 

Bru.  And  my  Heart  too. 

Cajfi.  O  Brut  as. 

Bra.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Cajfi.  Have  not  you  Love  enough  to  bear  with  me, 
When  that  rafli  Humour  which  my  Mother  gave  me 
Makes  me  forgetful  ? 

Bru.  Yes  Caffitts,  and  from  henceforth, 
When  you  are  over-earneft  with  your  Brutus, 
He'll  think  your  Mother  chides,  and  leave  you  lb. 

Enter  a  Poet. 

Poet.  Let  me  go  in  to  fee  the  Generals  *, 
There  is  fome  Grudg  between  'em,-  'tis  not  meet 
They  be  alone. 

Lucil.  You  mall  not  come  to  them.  ^ 

Poet.  Nothing  but  Death  fhall  ffry  me. 
..  Cajfi.  How  now  ?  what's, the  matter  ?'  *v 

Poet.  For  ihame  you  Generals  ;  what  do  you  mean  ? 
Love  and  be  Friends,  as  two  fuch  Men  mould  be,  J 
For  [  have  leen  more  years  I'm  lure  than  ye. 

Cajfi.  Ha,  ha,  how  vilely  doth  this  Cynick  Rhyme  ? 

Bru.  Get  you  hence  Sirrah  :  Saucy  Fellow,  hence- 

Cajfu  Bear  with  him  Brut  as  7  'tis  his  Faihion  \ 

Bru.  I'll  know  his  humour,  when  He  knows  his  time  : 
What  mould  the  Wars  do  with  thefe  Jigging  Fools^? 
Companion,  hence. 

Cajfi.  Away,  away,  be  gone.  Exit  Poet. 

Br u.  LucilUas  and  Ttftniui,  bid  the  Commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  Companies  to  night. 

Cajfi.  And  come  your  feives,  and  bring  Mejfala  with  you 
Immediately  to  us. 

Bru,  Lucius,  a  Bowl  oi  Wine. 

Cajfi- 
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Caffi.  I  did  not  think  you  could  have  been  fo  angry, 
Bru.  O  Coffins,  I  am  fick  of  many  Griefs. 
Caffi.  Of  your  Philoibphy  you  make  no  ufe, 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  Evils. 
Bru.  No  man  bears  Sorrow  better,  Portia  is  dead. 
Caffi.  .Ha !  Portia  ? 
Bru.  She  is  dead. 

Caffi.  How  Icap'd  I  killing,  when  1  croft  you  fo  ? 

0  inlupportable  and  touching  lols  ! 
Upon  what  Sicknefs  ? 

Bru.  Impatient  of  my  abfence. 
And  grief,  that  young  Ottavins  with  Mark  Antony, 
Have  made  themfelves  lb  ftrong  :  For  with  her  death 
That  Tidings  came.    With  this  fhe  fell  diftrafted, 
And  (her  Attendants  abfent)  fwallow'd  fire. 

Caffi.  And  dy'd  lb  ? 

Bru.  Even  fb. 

Caffi.  O  ye  immortal  Gods ! 

Enter  Boy  frith  Wine  and  Tapers* 

Bru.  Speak  no  more  of  her  \  Give  me  a  Bow.l  of  Wine 
In  this  I  bury  all  Unkinpneis  Caffius. 

Caffi.  My  heart  is  thirfty  for  that  noble  pledge. 
Fill  Lucius,  till  the  Wine  o're-fwell  the  Cup  ? 

1  cannot  drink  too  much  of  Brutus  Love. 

Enter  Titinius  and  MefTella. 

Bru  Come  in  Titinius  \ 
Welcome  good  Meffella  *, 
Now  fit  we  clofe  about  this  Taper  here, 
And  call  in  queftion  our  Neceffities. 

Caffi.  Portia,  art  thou  gone  ? 

Bru.  No  more  I  pray  you. 
Meffella,  I  have  here  received  Letter?, 
That  young  Otlavius,  and  Mark  Antony, 
Come  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  Power, 
Bending  there  Expedition  toward  Philippi 

Mcf  My  felfhave  Letters  of  the  felf  fame  Tenure. 

Bru.  With  what  Addition  ? 

Meff.  That  by  Profcription,  aiid  bills  of  Outlary 
O&avius,  Antony,  and  Lepidus. 
Have  put  to  Death  an  hundred  Senators. 

Bru.  Therein  our  Letters  do  not  well  agree ; 
Mine  fpeak  of  feventy  Senators  that  dy'd 
By  there  Procriptions,  Cicero  being  one. 
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Cajfi.  Cicero  one} 

Mejf*.  Cicero  is  dead,  and  by  that  order  of  Profcrlption 
Had  you  your  Letters  from  your  Wife,  my  Lord  ? 

•  Brn.  No  Mefala. 

Mcffiu  Nor  nothing  in  your  Letters  writ  of  her  ? 

Briu  Nothing  Mejfala* 
Mejfa.  That  methinks  is  ft  range. 
Brn*  Why  ask  you  ? 
Hear  you  ought  of  her  in  yours? 
Mcjft-  No  my  Lord, 

£>n.  Now  as  you  are.a  Roman  tell  me  true.  - 

Mcf.u  Then  like  a  Roman*    bear  die  Truth  I  tell 
For  cerran  me  is  dead,  and  by  Grange  manner.  ^ 

Brs.  Why  Farewel  Parti*  We  muft  dye  Meffala: 
With  meditating  that  ih.e  muft  dye  once. 
I  have  the  Patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Mtjfa.  Even  fb  great  Men  great  Loffes  mould  endure. 

fCajju  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  Art  as  you, 
But  yet  my  Nature  could  not  bear  it  fb. 

Bru.  Well,  to  your  Work  alive.  What  do  you  think 
Of  marching  to  PbUifpi  prelently. 

Caffi.  I  do  not  think  it  good. 

Bru.  Yourreafon? 

Ca!jl  This  it  is  v 
Tis  better  that  the  Enemy  feek  us, 
So  fhall  he  wafte  his  Means  weary  his  Souldiers, 
Doing  him  lei  f  offence,  whilft  we  lying  ftill 
Are  full  to  Reft,  Defence,  and  Nimb^eis. 

Br*  Good  Reafons  muft  of  force  give  place  to  better  - 
The  Poeple  'twixt  Pbilippi  and  this  Ground, 
Do  ftand  but  in  a  forc'd  affe&ion  i 
For  they  have  grudg'd  us  Contribution. 
The  Enemy,  marching  along  by  them, 
By  them  fhall  make  a  fuller  number  up, 
Come  on  refrefhed,  new  added,  and  encourag'd  ; 
From  which  advantage  mall  we  cut  him  off 
If  at  Pbilippi  we  do  face  him  their, 
Thefe  People  at  cur  back. 

Caffi.  Hear  me  good  Brother. 

Bru.  Under  your  pardon.  You  mufl  note  befide, 
That  we  have  try'd  the  utmoft  of  our  Friends : 
Our  Legions  are  brim  full,  our  Caufe  is  ripe, 
The  Enemy  encreifech  every  day, 
We  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  Tide  in  the  Affairs  of  Men 
Which  taken  at  the  Flood,  leads  on  to  Fortune ; 

Omitted, 


Omitted,  all  the  Voyage  of  thek  Life 
Is  bound  in  Shallows,  and  m  Mifenes. 
On  fuch  a  full  Sea  are  we  now  a-float. 
And  we  muft  take  the  Current  when  it  ferves, 
Or  lofe  our  Ventures.  '  * 

Caffl.  Then  with  your  Will,  goon?  we  11  along 
Our  felves,  and  meet  them  at  Thiliffu 

Bm.  The  deep  of  Night  is  crept  upon  ourTalk, 
And  Mature  muft  obey  Neceffity 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  Kelt : 
There  is  no  more  to  fay. 

Cajji.  No  more,  good  night, 
Early  to  morrow  will  we  rife,  and  hence. 

Enter  Lucius. 

Bru.  Lucius,  my  Gown  Farewel  good  Afeffida, 
Good  night  Tiunius\  Noble  Cajfw, 
Good  night,  and  good  repofe. 

Gi/fi.  O  mv  dear  Brother  j 
This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  Night  j 
Kever  come  fuch  DWifion  'tween  our  Souls : 
I  et  it  not  Brutus* 

Enter  Lucius  with  the  Gow>> 

Bru.  Every  thing  is  well. 

Caffi.  Good  night  my  Lord. 

Bru.  Good  night  good  Brother. 

Tit.  MeJfaU  Goodnight  Lord Brutus. 

Bru.  Farewel  every  one. 
Give  me  the  Gown.   Where  is  thy  lnftrument  ? 

Luc  Here  in  the  Tent. 

Bru  What,  thou  fpeak'ft  drowfily 
v0or  Knave,  1  blame  thee  not  thou  art  o  re- watch 
Call  CUudio,  and  fome  other  of  my  Men, 
ID  have  them  ileep  on  Coufhions  in  my  Tent. 

Luc.  farm*,  and  CUudio  i 

Enter  VarrusW  Claudio. 

irAY,  Calls  my  Lord?  ,  n_ 

Bru  1  pray  you  Sirs,  lye  in  my  Tent  andfleep. 

It  may  be  1  fhall  raife  you  by  and  by 

On  bufinefs  to  my  Brother  djpar. 
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Var.  So  pleafe  you,  we  will  ffond, 
And  watch  your  Pleafure. 

Bru.  I  will  not  have  it  fb:  Lye  down  good  Sirs, 
It  may  be  I  mall  otherwiie  bethink  me. 
Look  Lucius ,  here's  the  Book  I  fought  for  fo : 
I  put  it  in  the  Pocket  of  my  Gown. 

Luc.  I  was  fure  your  Lordfhip  did  not  give  it  me. 

Bru.  Bear  with  me,  good  Boy,  1  am  much  forgetful. 
Can'ft  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  eyes  a  while, 
And  touch  thy  Inftrument  a  Strain  or  two. 

Luc.  I  my  Lord,  can't  pleafe  you. 

Bru.  It  d^s,  my  Boy  : 
I  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing. 
\    Luc.  It  is  my  Duty,  Sir. 

Bru.  I  mould  not  urge  thy  Duty  paft  thy  Might, 
I  know  young  Bloods  look  for  a  time  of  reft. 

Luc.  I  have  (lent  my  Lord  already. 

Bru.  It  was  well  done,  and  thou  ihalt  fleep  again  : 
I  will  not  hold  thee  long.    If  1  do  live, 
I  will  be  good  to  thee. 

Mufick  and  a  Sdttg. 
This  is  a  fleepy  Tune  :  O  murd'rou^  Slumber ! 
,  Layeft  thou  thy  leaden  Mace  upon  my  Bey, 
That  plays  the  Mufick  ?  Gentle  Knave  good  night : 
I  will  not  do  thee  foo  much  wronft  to  wake  thee  : 
If  thou  do'ft  nod,  thou  break'fTthy  Inftrument, 
I'll  take  it  from  thee,  and  (good  Boy)  good  night : 
Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee  *,  is  not  the  Leaf  turn'd  down 
Where  I  left  reading  ?  Here  it  is,  I  think. 

Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Gsfir. 

How  ill  this  Toper  burns.    Ha  !  Who  comes  here  ? 

I  think  it  is  the  weaknefs  in  mine  Eyes  - 

That  fhapes  this  monftrous  Apparition. 

It  comes  upon  me  :  Art  thou  any  thing  \ 

Art  thou  fome  God,  fome  Angel,  or  feme  Devil, 

That  makeft  my  Blood  cold,  and  my  Hair  to  ftare  ? 

Speak  to  me,  what  thou  art. 

Ghoft.  Thy  evil  Spirit  Brutus. 

Bru.  Why  com'ft  thou  ? 

Ghoft.  To  tell  thee  thou  ihalt  fee  me  at  Philippic 

Bru.  Well :  then  I  ffiall  lee  thee  again  ? 

Ghoft.  I,  at  Pbilifpi. 

Bru.  Why  I  will  fee  tbee  at  Thlttffl  then  : 
Now  I  have  taken  Heart  thou  vaniiheft. 
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Fil  Spirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee. 
Boy,  Lucius,  Claudia,  Sirs,  Awake: 
Claudia, 

Luc.  The  Strings,  my  Lord,  arefalfe. 
Bru.  He  thinks  he  ftill  is  at  his  Inftrument  *, 
Lucius,  awak. 
Luc,  My  Lord. 

Bru.  DiiTft  thou  dream,  Lucius,  that  thou  lb  cryed'ft  out, 
Luc.  My  Lord,  1  do  not  know  that  I  did  cry. 
Bru.  Yes  that  thou  didft Didft  thou  lee  any  thing  ? 
Luc.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

Bru,  Sleep  again  Lucius :  Sirrah,  Claudio,  Fellow, 
Thou :  Awake. 
Var.  My  Lord. 
Ctau.  My  Lord. 

Bru,  Why  did  you  fo  cry  out  Sirs,  in  your  Sleep  ? 
Both.  Did  we,  my  Lord  ? 
Bru.  I,  faw  you  any  thing  ? 
Var.  No,  my  Lord,  I  law  nothing. 
Clau.  Nor  I  my  Lord. 

Bru.  Go,  and  commend  me  to  my  Brother  Cajfius  : 
Bid  him  put  on  his  Powers  betimes  before, 
And  we  will  follow. 

Both.  It  lhall  be  done,  my  Lord.  Exeunt 


Attus  ^uintus. 


Enter,  (Xlavius,  Antony,  and  their  Army* 

OB  a.  Now  Antony,  our  hopes  are  anlwered, 
You  laid  the  Enemy  would  not  come  down, 
But  keep  the  Hills  and  upper  Regions  : 
It  proves  not  lb  :  their  Battles  are  at  hand, 
They  mean  to  warm  us  at  Fhilipfi  here  : 
Anfwering  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

Ant.  But,  1  am  in  their  Bolbms,  and  1  know 
Wherefore  they  do  it :  They  could  be  content 
To  vilit  other  places,  and  come  down 
With  fearful  Bravery  :  thinking  by  this  Face 
To  faften  in  our  Thoughts  that  they  have  Courage ; 
But  'tis  not  lb.  :  \ 

*  Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mejf.  Prepare  you  Generals, 
The  Enemy  c&mes  on  in  gallant  ihew. 

•  Ther 
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Their  bloody  Sign  of  Battle  is  hung  out, 
And  lomething  to  be  done  imediately. 

Ant.  Oftavius,  lead  your  Battle  foftly  on 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  even  Field. 

Oft  a.  Upon  the  right  hand  I,  keep  you  the  left. 

Ant.  Why  do  you  crofi  me  in  this  Exigent  ? 

Oft  a*  I  do  not  crols  you,  but  I  will  do  lb.  March* 

Drum*    Enter  Brutus,  Cailius  and  their  Army. 

Brit.  They  ftand,  and  would  have  Parly. 

Cajfi.  Stand  faft  Titimm,  we  muft  out  and  talk  : 

Oft  a.  Mark  Antony,  fhall '  we  give  lign  of  Battle  ? 

Ant.  NoCeyQr,  we  will  anfwer  on  their  Charge. 
Make  forth' the  Generals  would  have  fbme  Words. 

Oft  a.  Stir  not  until  the  Signal. 

B*xu.  Words  before  blows }  is  it  fo  Countrymen  ? 

Oft  a.  Nor  that  we  love  Words  better,  as  you  do. 

Bru.  Good  Words  is  better  than  bad  Strokes,  Oftavim 

Ant.  In  your  bad  Strokes,  Brutus-,  you  give  good  Words- 
Witnefi  the  hole  you  made  in  Cafarh  heart, 
Crying,  long  live,  Hail  Cafar. 

Caffi.  Antony. 
The  pofture  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown 
But  for  your  words,  they  rob  the  Htbla  Bees, 
And  leave  them  Honnylels. 

Ant.  Not  Stinglefs  too. 

Bru.  O  yes,  and  S^undlefs  too. 
For  you  have  ftolen  their  Buzzing,  Antony 
And  very  wifely  Threat  before  you  Sting. 

Ant.  Villains,  you  did  not  lb,  when  your  vile  daggers 
Hack  one  another  in  the  Sides  of  Ctfar  j 
You  ihew'd  your  Teeth  like  Apes, 
And  fawnM  like  Hounds, 
And  bow  VI  like  Bondmen,  luffing  €dfar%  feet  \ 
Whirft  damned  Casbi,  like  a  Cur,  behind 
Strook  Ctfar  on  the  Neck.    O  you  Flatterers  ! 

Gafu  Flatterers?  Now  2fc»t«*tbank  your  felf#, 
This  Tongue  had  not  offered  fo  to  Day, 
If  Coffins  might  have  Rul'd. 

Ofto.  Come,  come,  theCaufej  if  Arguing  makes  us  Swear, 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops : 
Look  I  draw  a  Sword  againft  Conlpirators  *7 
When  think  you  that  the  Sword  goes  up  again  ? 
Never  till  C&far's  Three  and  Thirty  wounds 
Be  well  avenged   or  till  another  Ctfar 

/  Have 


Have  added  flaughter  to  the  Sword  of  Traitors 

Bru.  Cxfar,  thou  canft  not  dye  by  Traitors  hands, 
Unlels  thou  bring'fr  them  with  thee. 

Otta.  So  I  hope. 
I  was  not  born  to  dye  on  Bruttu  Sword. 

Bru.  O  If  thou  war't  the  Nobleft  of  the  Strain. 
Young-man,  thou  could 'ft  not  dye  more  honourable, 

Ctjfi.  A  peevifh  School-boy,  worthlefs  of  fuch  Honour. 
Joyn'd  with  a  Masker,  and  a  Reveller, 

'Ant.  Old  Caffim  ftill. 

OEha.  Come  Antony y  away  : 
Defiance  Traytors,  hurl  we  in  your  teeth. 
If  you  dare  fight  to  day,  come  to  the  Field, 
If  not  when  you  have  ftomacks. 

Exit  O&avius,  Antony >  and  Army. 

Caffi.  Why  now  blow  wind,  Iwell  Billow, 
And  fw  im  Bark  : 

The  ftorm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard. 
Bru.  HoLucilliHSy  hark,  a  word  with  you.  * 
Lucillius  and  MeiTala  ft and  forth 

Luc.  My  Lord. 

Caffi.  Mfala* 

Alt  (f  t.  What  fays  my  General  ? 

Caffi.  M.ffi  da,  this  is  my  Birth  day,  as  this  very  day 
Was  Caffua  Born.    Give  me  thy  hand  Mtjfala. 
Be  thou  my  witneG  -:bot  againfi  my  will 
(As  Pomf,cy  was)  am  ;  compel'd  to  let 
tjpon  one  Battle  all  our  Liberties, 
You  know,  that  I  held  Epicurus  ftrong, 
And  his  Opinion  :  Now  I  change  my  mind, 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  prelage. 
Coming  from  Saxdis  on  our  former  Enfi^n 
Two  mighty  Eagles  fell,  and  there  they  pearch'd  } 
Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  Souldiers  hands, 
Who  to  Philips i  here  conlbrted  us : 
This  Morning  are  they  fled  away,  and  gone, 
And  in  their  fteads,  do  Ravens,  Crows,  and  Kites 
Fly  o're  our  heads,  and  downward  look  on  us  : 
As  we  where  fickly  prey  *,  their  fhadows  leem 
A  Canopy  moft  fatal,  under  which 
Our  Army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  Ghoft. 

Mejfa.  Believe  not  lb. 

Caffi.  I  but  belive  it  partly, 
For  1  am  frefli  of  Ipirit,  and  refblv'd 
To  meet  all  perils,  very  Conftantly. 

Bru*  Even  fo  LucUIm. 
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Cajfi.  Now  moft  Noble,  Brians, 

The  Gods  to  day  ftand  friendly,  that"  we  may 

Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our-days  to  Age. 

But  fince  the  affairs  of  men  reft  ftill  incert 

Let's  reafon  with  the  worft  that  may  befal. 

If  we  do  lo/e  this  Battail,  than  is  this 

The  very  laft  time  we  mail  fpeake  together  : 

What  are  you  then  determined  to  do  ?  -  skj  />  . .  • 

Bm.  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  Philofbphy, 

By  which  I  did  blame  Cat*,  for  the  death 

Which  he  did  give  himfelf,  I  know  not  how  : 

But  1  do  find  it  Cowardly,  and  vile 

For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  fo  to  prevent 

The  time  of  Life,  arming  my  felf  with  patience, 

To  fray  the  providence  of  fome  high  Powers, 

That  govern  us  below. 

Cajfi.  Then,  if  we  lofe  this  Battail, 

You  are  ^gntented  to  be  led  in  Triumph 
Thorow  the  Streets  of  Rome. 

Bru.  No  Coffins,  no  : 
Think  not,  thou  Noble  Roman, 
That  ever  Brians  will  go  bound  to  Rome, 
He  bears  too  great  a  mind,  But  this  fame  day 
Muft  end  that  work,  the  Ides  of  March  begun 
And  whether  we  mall  meet  again,  1  know  not : 
Therefore  our  everlafting  farewel  take  : 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewel  Coffins,  v 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why  we  mall  Imiie  : 
If  not,  why  then  this  parting  was  well  made, 

Cajfi.  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewel  Brut:* 
If  we  do  meet  again,  we'll  fmile  indeed  *, 
If  not  'tis  true,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Bru.  Why  then  lead  on,  O  that  a  man  might  know 
The  end  of  this  days  bufinefs,  e're  it  come  : 
But  it  fufficeth,  that  the  day  will  end. 

And  then  the  end  is  known,  Come  ho,  away.  Exeunt* 

.    Alarums.    Enter  Brutus  and  MeiTala. 

Bru.  Ride,  ride  Mejfiala,  ride  and  give  thefe  bills 
Unto  the  Legions,  on  the  other  fide. 

Lowd  Alarum, 

Let  them  let  on  at  once,  for  I  preceive 
But  cold  demeanor  in  OBavws  wing  : 

And  fudden  puih  gives  them  the  overthrow  :  Exeunt. 
Ride,  ufeMeffala,  let  them  all  come  down.. 

Alarum* 
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Alarms*  Enter  Cajfius  mi  Titinius 

tiijikvj?  Qfiin o3D*  won  scno^z  _l i  jvjr^-wjj/i  jai 
Coffi.  O  look  lhi?:My  look  the  Villains  rly  : 
My  lelf  have  Co  mind  own  turn'd  Enemy  ; 
This  Enfign  here  of  mine  was  turning  back, 
I  flew  the  Coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him* 

Tit .  O  Coffins,  Brutns  gave  the  word  too  early, 
Who  having  fome  advantage  on  Oftavins, 
Took  it  too  eagarly  ;  his  Souldiers  fell  to  Ipoil, 
WfnTft  we  by  Antony  are  all  inclos'd^ 

Enter  Pindarus. 

Pini.  Fly  further  off,  my  Lord,  fly  further  off, 
Mark  Antony  is  in  your  Tents,  my  Lord  \ 
Fly  therefore  Noble  Coffins  y  fly  far  off. 

Coffi.  This  Hill  is  far  enough.  Look,  look  T'ttimni7 
Are  not  thole  my  Tents  whare  I  pereeive  the  Fire  ? 

Tit.  They  are,  rfty  Lord. 

Caffu  Titinius,  If  thou  loveit  me, 
Mount  thou  ray  horfe.  md  hide  thy  Spurs  in  him. 
Till  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  Troops, 
And  here  again,  that  I  may  reft  affiir'd 
Whether  yond  Troops  are  Friend  or  Enemy. 

Tit.  I  will  be  here  again,  even  with  a  thought. 

Coffi.  Go  Pini.vrins,  get  higner  on  that  hill, 
My  fight  was  ever  thick  :  regard  Titimusy 
And  tell  me  what  thou  not'ft  about  the  Field. 
This  day  I  breathed  nrft,  time  is  come  round. 
And  where  I  did  begin,  their  ihall  I  end, 
My  life  is  run  h:s  compafs.    Sirrah,  what  news? 
4  Pin.  Above,  O  my  Lord. 

Coffi.  What  news  ?  1 

Pin.  Titinitp  is  inclofed  round  about. 
With  horfmeh^that  make  to  him  on  the  Spur, 
Yet  he  lpurs  on,  Now  they  are  almoft  on  him. 
Kow  Titinius,  now  Ibme  light :  O  !  now  he  lights  too," 
He's  tane.  Shout* 
And  hark,  they  fhout  for  joy! 

Coffi.  Come  down,  behold  no  more  : 
O  Coward  that  1  am,  to  live  lb  long, 
To  fee  my  Friend  tane  before  my  face. 

Enter  Pindarus. 

Come  hither  firrah  in  Parthi*  did  I.  take  thee  Prifoncri 
And  then  I  fwore  thee,  laving  of  thy  Life, 

H  2 
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That  whatfbever  I  did  bid  thee  do, 
Thou  ihouldft  attempt  it,  Come  now  keep  thine  Oath, 
Now  be  a  Free-man,  and  with  this  good  Sword 
That  ran  through  Gear's  bowels,  learch  this  bofcm. 
Stand  not  to  anfwer :  Here  take  thou  the  Hilts,- 
And  when  my  face  is  cover'd,  as  'tis  now, 

Guide  thou  the  Sword  C<tfar,  thou  art  reveng'd 

Even  with  the  Sword  that  kill'd  thee. 

pin.  So,  I  am  free, 
Yet  would  not  fb  have  been 
Durft  I  have  done  my  will,  O  Cajfius ! 
Far  from  this  Country  Pin  darns  fhall  run, 
Where  never  Roman  fhall  take  note  of  him. 

Enter  Titinius  and  MelFala. 

Mejfa.  It  is  but  change,  Titinins  *,  for  OEtavim 
Is  overthrown  by  Noble  Brutus  power, 
As  Caffim  Legions  are  By  Antony. 

Tkin.  Thefe  tydings  will  well  comfort  Coffins* 

Mcjfa.  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Thin*  All  dilcOnfokte. 
With  Pindarus  his  Bondman,  on  this  Hill. 

Me  fa.  Is  not  that  he  that  lyes  upon  the  ground  ? 

Thin.  He  lies  not  like  the  Living,  O  my  heart  ? 

Mejfa.  Is  not  that  he  ? 

Thin.  No,  this  was  he  Mejfa! a, 
But  Cajfius  is  no  more.    O  letting  Sun  \ 
As  in  thy  red  Rays  thou  do'ft  fink  to  night  \ 
So  in  his  red  blood  Caffius  day  is  let. 
The  Sun  of  Rome  is  let,  Our  day  is  gone, 
Clowds,  Dews,  and  Dangers  come  \  our  deeds  are  done  ; 
Miflrufr  of  my  fuccels  hath  done  this  deed. 

Me  (fa.  Miftruft  of  good  fuccefs  hath  done  this  deed 
O  hateful  Error,  Melancholies  Child  : 
Why  do'ft  thou  fhew  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 
The  things  that  are  not  ?  O  Error  Ibon  conceiv'd, 
Thou  never  com'ft  unto  a  happy  birth, • 
But  kill'ft  the  Mother  that  engendred  thee. 

Thin.  What  Plndot-us  f  Where  art  thou  Pindarus  ? 

Mejfa.  Seek  him  Th'tmus,  whilft  I  go  to  meet 
The  Noble  Brutus,  tKrufting  this  report 
Into  his  ears ,  I  mav  lav  t    .iftkjg  it : 
For  piercing  Steell,  £nd  Darts  invenomed, 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus9 
As  tydings  of  this  fight. 
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Titin.  Hye  you  Mefal.t, 
And  I  will  leek  for  Pindarus  the  while  : 
Why  didft  thou  fend  me  forth  brave  Caffius  ? 
Did  I  not  meet  thy  Friends,  and  did  not  they 
Put  on  my  Brows  this  wrath  of  Vi&ory, 
And  bid  me  give  it  thee  ?  Did'ft  thou  not  hear  their  fhowts  ? 
Alas,  thou  haft  mifconftrued  every  thing. 
But  hold  thee,  take  this  Garland  on  thy  Brow, 
Thy  Brutus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  I 
Will  do  his  bidding.    Brutus,  come  apace, 
And  fee  how  I  regarded  Cairn  Caffius : 
By  your  leave  Gods  \  This  is  a  Roman  part, 

Come  Caffius  Swofd,  and  find  litinius  heart.  Dies'. 

Alarum.         Enter  Brutus,  MeiTala,  young  Cato, 
Srato,  Volumoius,  and  Lucillius. 

r 

Bru.  Where,  where  Afeffala  doth  his  body  lye  ? 
Afeffa.  Loe  yonder,  and  Titinius  mourning  it. 
Bru.  Titmius  face  is  upwards. 
Cato.  He  is  ilain. 

Bru,  O  Julius  Ctfar,  thou  art  mighty  yet, 
Thy  Spirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  Swords 
In  our  own  proper  Entrails.  Low  Alarums. 

Cato.  Brave  Titinius. 
Look  where  he  have  not  Crown'd  dead  Caffius. 

Bru.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living  fuch  as  thefe  \ 
The  laft  of  all  the  Romans,  far  thee  well : 
It  is  irhpoflible,  that  ever  Rome 
Should  breed  thy  fellow,  Friends  I  own  my  tear 
To  this  dead  man,  than  you  mall  fee  me  pay. 
I  mail  find  time,  Caffius  I  mail  find  time, 
Come  therefore,  and  Thar fits  fend  his  body, 
His  Funerls  fhall  not  be  in  our  Camp, 
Left  it  dilcomfort  us,  Lucillius  come, 
And  come  young  Cato,  let  us  to  the  Field, 
Labio  and  Flavio  fet  our  Battails  on, 
:  Lis  three  a  Clock,  and  Romans  yet  e're  night, 
We  fhall  try  Fortune  in  a  lecond  Fight.  Exeunt. 

Alvrum.      Enter  Brutus,  MefTala,  Cstto,  Lucillius., 
*  and  Flavius. 


Bru.  Yet  Country-men  :  O  yet  hold  up  your  heads. 
Cito.  What  Baftard  cloth  not  I  Who  will  go  with  me. 
I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  ..Field, 


I  am 
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I  am  the  Son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho. 

A  Foe  of  Tyrants,  and  my  Countries  Friend. 

I  am  the  Son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho.  &xtSr*l 

Enter  Soldiers,  and  fight. 

Bru.  And  I  am  Brutus*  Marcus  Brutus  I, 
Brutus  my  Countries  Friend :  Know  me  for  Brutus. 

Luc  O  young  and  Noble  Cato,  art  thou  down  ? 
Why  now  thou  dyeft  as  bravely  as  Titinius, 
And  may'ft  be  honour'd  being  Cato's  Son. 

Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  dieft. 

Luc.  Only  I  yield  to  die  : 
There  is  fo  much,  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  ftraight : 
Kill  Brutus,  and  he  honour'd  in  his  death. 

Sold.  We  muft  not :  A  Noble  Prifoner. 

Enter  Antony. 

2.  Sold.  Room  ho :  tell  Antony,  Brutus  is  tane^ 
i .  Sold.  I'll  tell  the  news.    Here  comes  the  General, 
Brutus  is  tane,  Brutus  is  tane,  my  Lord. 
Ant.  Where  is  he  ? 

Luc.  Safe  Antony,  Brutus  it  lafe  enough : 
I  dare  affure  thee,  that  no  Enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  the  Noble  Brutus 
The  Gods  defend  him  from  fo  great  a  mame. 
When  you  do  find  him,  or  alive,  or  dead  j 
He  will  be  found  like  Brutus,  like  himfelf. 

Ant.  This  is  not  Brutus  friend,  but  I  alTure  you, 
A  prize  no  lefs  in  worth  ;  keep  this  man  lafe, 
Give  him  all  kindneis,  I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  Friends  than  Enemies.    Go  on, 
And  fee  where  Brutus  be  alive  or  dead, 
And  bring  us  word,  unto  Oclavius  Tent : 
How  every  thing  is  chang'd. 

E?iter  Brutus,  Dardanius,  Clitus,  Streto, 
and  Volumnius. 

Bru.  Come  poor  remains  of  friends,  reft  on  this  Rock. 

Clit.  Statillius,  fhew'd  the  Torch-light,  \but  my  Lord, 
He  came  not  back  *,  he  is  tane,  or  (lain. 

Bru.  Sit  thee  down,  Clitus :  flaying  is  the  word, 
It  is  a  deed  in  fafhion.    Hark  thee,  Clitus. 

Clit.  What  I,  my  Lord?  No,  not  for  all  the  World. 

Brul 


C  M  S  A  R. 

Bru.  Peace  then,  no  words. 
Clit.  Tie  rather  kill  my  felf 
Bru.  Hark  thee,  Bardanius. 
Bard,  Shall  I  do  fuch  a  deed  ? 
Clit,  O  Dardanius,. 
Bard,  O  CUius. 

Clit.  What  ill  requeft  did  Brutus  make  to  thee  ? 

Bard.  To  kill  him,  Clitus :  look  he  mediates. 

Clit.  Now  is  that  Noble  Veffel  full  of  grief, 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Come  hither,  good  Volumnius,  lift  a  word. 

Volum.  What  fiys  my  Lord  ? 

Bru.  Why  this,  Volumnius : 
The  Ghoft  of  C&far  hath  appear'd  to  me 
Two  feveral  times  by  Night  :  at  Sardis,  once  \ 
And  this  laft  Nigbft,  here  in  Pbilippi  Fields : 
1  know  my  hour  is  come. 

Volwn.  Not  lb  my  Lord. 

Bru.  Nay,  I  am  iure  it  is,  Volumnius. 
Thou  fee'ft  the  World,  Volumnius how  it  goe£, 
Our  Enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  Pit :  Alarum* 
It  is  more  worthy,  to  leap  in  our  felves, 
Then  tarry  till  they  pufti  us.  Good  Volumnius 9 
Thou  know'ft,  that  we  two  went  to  School  together. 
Even  for  that  our  love  of  old,  I  prethee 
Hold  thou  my  Swords  Hilt,  whilft  I  run  on  it. 

Volum.  That's  not  an  Office  for  a  friend,  my  Lord. 

•  Alarum  ftilL 

Clit.  Fly,  fly  my  Lord,  there  is  no  tarrying  here. 

Bru.  Farewel  to  you,  and  you  V ilumnius. 
Strato,  thou  haft  been  all  this  while# deep  :  * 
Farewel  to  thee,  to  Strato,  Countrymen  : 
My  heart  doth  joy,  that  yet  in  all  my  life, 
I  found  no  man,  but  he  was  true  to  me. 
I  fhall  have  glory  by  this  lofrng  day 
More  then  Ottavius,  and  Mark  Antony, 
By  this  vile  Conqueft  mall  attain  unto. 
So  tare  you  well  at  once,  for  Brutus  tongue 
Hath  almoft  ended  his  lives  Hiftory  : 
Night  hangs  upon  mine  eyes,  my  Bnoes  wou'd  reft, 
That  have  but  labour'd,  to  attain  this  hour. 

Alarum.  Cry  -within,  Fly7fly}fiy> 

Clit.  Fly  my  Lord,  fly. 

Bru,  Hence  :  I  will  follow  : 
I  prethee  Strat$,  flay  thou  by  thy  Lord3 
ThLu  art  a  Fellow  of  a  good  relpeft : 

thy 
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Thy  life  hath  had  fome  fmatch  of  Honour  in  at, 
Hold  then  my  Sword,  and  turn  away  thy  face, 
While  I  do  run  upon  it,  Wilt  thou  Strato. 

Stntu  Give  me  thy  hand  firft,  Fare  you  well  my  Lord. 

Bru.  Farewel  good  Strato^— .Ct  far,'  now  be  frill, 
I  Kill'd  not  thee  with  half  lb  good  a  will.  Dyes. 

Alarum.  Retreat,  Enter  Antony,  O&avius,  Meffala. 
Lucillius,  and  the  Army. 

Oft  a.  What  man  is  that  ? 

M  jfa.  My  Matters  man,  Strato,  where  is  thy  Matter  ? 
Stra.  Free  from  the  Bondage  you  are  In  Meffala, 
The  Conquerors  can  but  make  a  fire  of  kirn  : 
For  Brutm  only  overcame  himfelf^ 
And  no  man  elfe  hath  Honour  by  his  death. 

Lucil.  So  Brutm  fhould  be  found,  I  thank  the  Brutus 
That  thou  haft  prov'd  Lucillius  laying  true, 

Oft  a.  All  that  lerv'd  Brutus,  I  will  entertain  them, 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  beftow  thy  time  with  me  ? 
Stra.  I  if  Meffala  will  prefer  me  to  you. 
Oft  a.  Do  lb,  good  Mejfala. 
Meffa.  How  dyed  my  Matter  Strato  ? 
Stra.  I  held  the  Sword,  and  he  did  r-un  on  it, 
Meffa.  Oftavius  then  take  him  to  follow  thee, 
That  did  the  lateft  lervice  to  my  Matter. 

Ant.  This  was  the  Nobleft  Roman  of  them  all : 
All  the  Confpirators,  lave  only  he, 
Did  that  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Cafar  : 
He,  only  in  a  general  honett  thought, 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  life  was  gentle,  and  the  Elements 
So  mixt  in  him,  that  Nature  might  ftand  up, 
And  fay  to  all  the  World  *,  This  was  a  man. 

Oft  a.  According  to  his  Vertue,  let  us  ufe  him 
With  allRefpeft,  and. Rites  of  Burial. 
Within  my  Tent  his  bones  to  night  lhall  lye, 
Mott  like  a  Souldier  ordered  Honourably  : 
So  call  the  Field  to  reft,  and  let's  away, 
To  part  the  glories  of  this  happy  day.  Exeunt  omnes 


FINIS. 


